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H! gentle Hamond, whilſt a Brother ſhines, 
Immortal in thy Friendſhip, and thy Lines, 

Place me a Neighbour to the dear-lov'd Name, 
Nature has pair'd us, let me ſhare his Fame. 3 
I aſk not L awirels, they are here reſign d.,. — 
My Chaplet muſt be of a ſofter Kind, . ES 
Oh! let the Bay my longing Temples bind. . 
If all the Graces in his Perſon ſhine,  _ + "5,5 
Oh! think the Muſes have befriended minen 
And while their Luſtre o'er my Olive” ſpread, _ 
I envy not the Shine of White and Red. 
Here let the Muſe perform the Painter's Art, 
And ſtrike the Picture of my Face and Heart. 
Poetry's call'd the Image of the Mind, „„ 
On mine the Soul and Body both are join'd. . 
Large is my Forehead made, not wond rous fair, * 
But Room enough for all the Muſes there. Re 
Full are tay Eyes, and of a harmleſs blue, PE. 
As if no Wound they meant, no Dart they knew, =. = 
My Eye-brows, arching o'er, a Shade beſtow, _ + 3 
Veiling the Dullneſs of the Eye below. — 


Fell to my Lips, and gave a Daſh of Arr. of 
Oft have I heard the faithful Lover ſwear, 'T 1 


That Poetry and Love were ſhining there. = 


Even and white my Teeth, bur rarely ſhown; 


In Lite I've little Cauſe for ſmiling known. 3 1 4 


The Loſs of Friends fell on my tender Years, 


Daſh'd ev'ry Hope, and turn'd my Smiles to 299 


2 Vis. 
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A gloomy Sweetneſs on my Features hung, 
Sorrows my Pen, and trembles on my Tongue; 


Slow is its Speech, and with no Muſick fraught, 


W ronging the Richneſs of my Soul's beſt Thought. 
But whither is my mournful Pencil firay'd ? 

My Hair, dark brown, wants not Ducela's Aid, 7 
Flows in the Wind, nor. of. the Comb afraid; 

Beneath my Waiſt in nat'ral Rings deſcends, 

Or pliant to the artful Finger bends, | 

When it betides that Dreſs and I ate Friends, 

Eaſy my Neck, but of no dazzling white, 

Veil'd bythe Lawn from the enquiring Sight. 

My Shoulders fall, as Nature's ſelf informs, 


Small are my Fingers, nor too plump my Arms; ; 


To the nice Eye no Tranſport they afford, 

But to the Ear preſſing the tender Cord. 125 

Then my Cares murmuring with a lower Breath, 
Drop from my Eyes, and weep themſelves to Death. 
My Waiſt but gently by the Whale-bone bound, 

Is not a German, but an Engliſb Round. 

My Feet with no ungraceful Motion rnd, | 
Tho' 1/aac's Steps are from their Mem' * 

To decent Height my Stature is inclin'd, 


Worthy the Muſes and a gen' rous Mind. 
To thy kind Eyes Clio ſubmits her r 


Whole Verſe can give it ev'ry abſent Charm; A 
Thou, in whom Art, and Love, and Nature ſhines, 
1 mmortaline wy: Picture with * Lines. 


The 


(* 


T.O 
The Monarch of all my ſoft Deſires ; ; 
The End of all my Wiſhes ; 2 3 
The Inſpirer of my Heart; 
The Adoration of my Soul ; 
The Elevater of my T houghts ; ; 
The Immortalizer of v my Songs; 
The Charmer of my Boſom; z 
The Life of my Soul; 


The Heaven of hy Repole ; $57 
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To the Iaſdirer mm my Soul, but fore | 
Diſturber 3 ; 


O H ! divine Hillarigs, till I was inſpi- ; 
red by your lovely Eyes, I did not 
imagine my Life worth my Concern. 1 


meant to die undiſtinguiſned, and to ſleep 
amidft the Lumber of the World. But 
your heavenly Beauties have warmed me 
with nobler Sentiments; for your ſweet Sake 
J would be immortal: I would excell in 


every thing as I do in Paſſion for my lovely 


Charmer. But for Love's Sake, moſt Ado- 
rable, preſerve me at leaſt in your Heart; 
there let me live: nor am I unworthy of 


| ſuch a Reſidence, who adore you ſo perfect- 
| by, fo reſpectfully, fo ardently, and will do 


to my laſt Breath. I know not how foon 
may in Abſence or Death loſe the Joy of 


gazing on you, and my Hand be rendered 


incapable of this ſweet Employment. Re- 
ceive therefore this Aſſurance from mySoul, 
that I will live and die filled with Adoration 
for you. That fince the firſt Moment I 
beheld you my Heart has panted for no- 


thing elſe; my _—_ and Arms have been 


in- 


er, ,, ... 


A 5 
inſenſible of all other Pleaſure, and, in Ab- 
ſence from you, acquainted with no Jay. I. 


Have mourn'd inceflantly, while Buſinefs or 


Friends have engaged you too ofren. Oh ! 


Z//larivs,how have thoſe Accidents wounded” 


my Soul! if you were ever to blame, ſure it 
was in afflicting me ſo deeply. Oh] if you 


have a Heart, why did it not beat with Clio's 
WAnguiſh? why was it ſilent when mine was 


torn to death with Love and Sorrow? Oh ! 
inſenſible Hillarius, will it be to your Glory 
that you have pierc'd to Death the molt 
faithful of all Women? How will you an- 
ſwer it to your God, that has made you fo 
lovely, that you have uſed that Beauty to 
make me wretched? Oh! how ſweetly 
might it have bleſſed me! how might it 
have ſoftened all the Misfortunes of Life, 
by ſhining on me often, and bleſſing me 
in Abſence with tender Letters! Are you _ 
not afraid, oh! too aſſured Charmer, a 
Day may come, when the ne focted Clio 
may return this Coldneſs, and tranſplant - 
herſelf to ſome kinder'Boſom? 
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| | T. 0 
; 


- 


To the for-ever-lovely Hillarins, J 


N Uide of my Life, Inſpi pirer of my Muſe 

Sweet Patron of my Lays, thy. Spi 
rit infuſe; by 

1 court no other's Care, no meaner Name, | 

But his who charms my Soul, to gun m 


Frame. 
IF Julius liv'd I would addreſs to thee, 


King of my Soul, and only Lord of me! 


Let not the World i imagine I defign 
To charm its Malice, or to make it mine; 
So falſe; ſo vain its Praiſe, I would not gain 
The common Trifle with the ſmalleſt Pain, 
No gaudy Title ſhall my Life defend, 


Nor ſhall it but to great Hillarius bend. 


Oh! bright Protector, to thy Arms receiv 


My Life and me, then we, indeed, ſhall live 
, 


8 E. 


Had the Happineſs of being 
born of Parents that I am as 

© proud to own, as if they had 
left me fortunate and rich as 
they could wiſh. The Civil. 
Wars deprived my Grand-Father of a 
very large Eſtate in Staffordſhire, where 
our Name and Family lived and flouriſn- 
ed ever ſince the Conqueſt. It is origi- 
nally a French Name, and has been worn 
by Kings abroad and Princes here, and 
is ſtill in a Way of appearing well to 
future Ages, in my deareſt Brother, and 
the other Branches of it. ; 
B The 
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my own Life, to give you the Wer ; 
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The Revolution was not kinder to 
my poor Father than the Civil Wars to 


his; after his Royal Maſter was forced 


to leave his Kingdoms, he laid down a 
very handſome Command in the Army, 


not being able to ſubmit to the Tyranny 


of Oaths. This was an unhappy Thing 


for his Family, and obliged him to retire 
into Staffordſhire, where my Mother had 


a good Jointure, and they were received 
with the utmoſt Reſpect. But it created 
Wonder, that the moſt polite and witty 


of all Men, could paſs. his Hours in 


the Country, where the Pleaſures are ſo 
different from thoſe in Town, and where 


the courſer Senſes are only entertained. 


Eating and Drinking are their higheſt 
Pleaſures, the chief Deſign of Retire- 
ment 1s loſt, which was to indulge the 


Soul in Learning. This way of Living 


makes it groſs and unrefined, dead to 
Wit and fine Converſation. My poor 
Father languiſhed in this ſtupid Scene 


ſome Years, far from his native Element, 
which was refined Love and Pleaſure. 


Pardon, my lovely Friend, this little 
Digreſſion my Pen is fallen into. And 
now permit me, ere I ſay any thing of 
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Secret Memoirs, &c. 3 
of thoſe I owe it to, whoſe Memories 
are dear to me. I have already ſaid 


ſomething of my Father, but methinks 
not enough for one I ſo dutifully and 


paſſionately loved, and one I would 


render charming to you. Oh let me 
bring you acquainted. How do I anew 


deplore his Death, which has robbed 


him of your ſweet Commerce, unleſs 


you will now bleſs him with your Re- 
_ gard, How would his Soul have been 
charmed with you who are ſo charm- 


ing? T feel his Loſs again, and ſhed all 


my Tears as it he dy'd but yeſterday. 
He knew the World he then liv'd in, 
but he did not know you the only Or- 
nament of it: Nor did I live myſelf till 
I had the Bleſſing of beholding you. 
But to finiſh this Pourtrait which your 
Beauties take me every Moment from; 


He was tall, graceful, and well made 


his Complexion was the darkeſt brown, 
but ſomething ſo ſweetly ga 
ſhone through that Gloom; I have of- 


ten thought it like ſome lovely Evening, 


which charms beyond the Day. Till he 


was thirty he had the fineſt ſhining dark 


Hair in the World, long and flowing 


in large Curls : He had large dark Eyes 
ä 1 


5 
| 
| 
N 
| 
| 
[ 
\ 
| 
| 
fl 


* 
IO 3 _——_ ** * " 
. „„ ge Ree man +. * TON 1 WL end ay Pcs 4 tg 14 4 — — * 
— n- 
* — _ "d 
* 


* 


4 Secret Memoirs, &c. 


full of Love and Fire: His Lips and 
Teeth were beyond Deſcription, and had 
ſomethi..g inchanting in them: His 
Hands were equally fine : Thus was his 
Form adorned by Nature, and his Soul 
worthy of it. - He was good-natured to 
Exceſs, and the moſt amorous of all 
Mortals. Heaven had deſigned him 
for a Lover rather than a Huſband. The 
Chains of Marriage preſs'd him to Death. 
He was well-bred and modeſt, and ſo 
happily aſſur'd he knew not the Pain of 
Bluſhing; ſo lively was his Wit, he 
never ſtudy'd a Moment in either Wri- 
ting or Speaking, yet did both to Per- 
tection. His Addreſs had ſomething ſo 
powerfully charming, that even the 
Duke of Marlborough uſed to ſay, he 


wondered he did not aſk him all things, ; 


who could refuſe him nothing ; and this 
great Man was not famed I think for 
oranting. My Father had been bred in 


his firſt Years in the Court of France, 
and diſtinguiſhed there; at Nineteen he 


returned to England, and was favoured by 
all the Gay and Witty, even by the King 
himſelf, who was both in Perfection. 


My Grandfather was Store Keeper to 
the Tower, and his Children well recei- 


ved 
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ved at Court ; *twas there the Widow 
of Sir Anthony Vincent, a Beauty and rich, 


fell in Love with my Father; ſhe was 


thirty, and he not twenty ; the Shade 
of Years between them created much 


Unceaſineſs; Jealouſy haſtened her Death; 
ſhe took with her a very large Jointure, 
| which forced the young Widower toMar- 


riage again. The Daughter of Col. Cod- 
rington, Governor of the Leeward Hands, 
was then thought one of the greateſtFor- 
tunes in England, ſhe was an only Daugh- 


ter, and her Father had above, Ten 


Thouſand Pounds a Year. My Father 
found means to board in the very School 
where ſhe was, and ſoon married her. 


He was paſſionately fond of this Lady, 
for ſhe had every Perfection. The old 


Governor forgave them, and received 
them to his Favour. He ſent for them 
to him, where ſhe died, and left only 
one Son, which the Grandfather deſign- 
ed to ſhare his Eſtate with his own Son 
the witty Colonel Codrington; but Death 
at eighteen Years robbed him of this 
Darling. My Father, after his Lady's 
Death, haſtened to England, where he 


married my Mother, a handſome and 


rich Widow: But Love had little to do. 
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in this Affair, though ſhe was a very 
lovely 
Manager, but knew not how to charm 


my Father s Heart. She was devout, 


but could not pray herſelf into his Af- 
fections; but ſhe found all things in the 


Heaven ſhe addreſs'd, and though not 
fondly, they lived civilly together ; and 


what cemented them a little more was 

my Birth. The little Fondneſs IT have 
for myſelf, and the tender Remembrance 
of the Perſons I have ſpoke of, has per- 


haps detained me too long ; pardon me, M8 


my heavenly Friend. And now I will 
ſpeak. of her you honour with your Re- 


Fig the only Pride and Bleſſing of her | 


ife. 

I was born the 1ſt of May ſome Years 
after the Revolution ; your divine Mufe 
has bleſſed that Day in the fweeteſt 
Manner; for which I ſhall for ever bleſs 
you; and never was any Daughter re- 
ceived with ſo much Joy. From the firft 
Hour I was dear to my Father's Heart ; 
and I have heard him affirm he has ſto- 
ten from his moſt agreeable Friends to 
attend my Cradle; from the Moment 
of my Birth to his Death he placed his 
chief * in me; my 

an 


Woman, and a moſt excellent 
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Secret Memoirs, &c. 7 
and he only agreed in this Point; the 
Fondneſs he wanted for her he over- 

pay'd me, and ſhe had the Goodneſs to 
receive it there with Pleaſure. . 
A Year after I was born they were 
bleſſed with my dear Brother ; but I 
have heard them ſince ſay, they received 
that Happineſs but coldly. When he 
was very young he was inſenſible of this 
Diſtinction. As he throve in Beauty, he 
was as much my Favourite as I was my 
Father's ; as if my young Soul had pro- 
pheſied of his future Perfections, or 
meant to atone for the Indifference of 
his Parents, 1 ſuffered every Time he _ 
was corrected, ſo much, that my Father 
in pity to me uſed to ſpare him. We 24 Haw 
were both born in Hertfordſhire, at 3 Gu 
Seat of my Uncle Cullen's, in the ſweet-"* 
eft Place upon Earth, the very. Air 
| ſeemed to breathe nothing but Love; 
there ſure I drew in thoſe tender Senti- 
ments firſt, which are now glowing in 
my Heart. Let me not appear too ro- 
mantick, if I paint to you the Beauties 
of that Place if I lead you to ſigh by 
thoſe Streams, and to ſlumber in thoſe 
Groves, where the God of Love might 
ſweetly wander. The Houſe is large, 
* built 
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built after the modern Manner; the 


Rooms are ſpacious and well deſigned; 


the Hall, which is moſt beautiful, is laid 


with Marble, and is raiſed to the very 
Top of the Houſe ; the Gallery round 
it is finely adorned, with an Echo where 
the God of Muſick would delight to 
warble. It was hung with the fineſt 
Inſtruments, and ſeveral large Chriſtal 
Branches for Lights. The reſt of the 
Rooms were equally handſome, and the 


Furniture very fine; from all the Win- 


dows there is a moſt delightful Viſto, 
where the Eye is ſweetly entertained with 


a thouſand Varieties, Wood and Water, 


flow'ry Meadows, and a very fine Park, 
well filled with Deer. I never ſaw Shades 
more beautifully formed than here, where 
Art and Nature agree ſo well together, 


Oh that I had been bleſs'd with your 
ſweet Company there, that my Eyes 


had gazed on you with their firſt Light, 


and never parted to this Moment! The 
Gardens and Park deſcend from the 


Houſe in a very agreeable Manner, and 


many of the Walks are entirely covered 
from the Sun. Here I began my Life, 
here I could end it. 
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Secret Memoirs, &c. 1 
The Hours of Childhood paſſed plea- 


ſantly over, with the continual Endear- 
ments of my Father and Mother. What 
encreaſed their Fondneſs was my ill 
Health, which ſeemed to require their 
utmoſt Tenderneſs. They found it very 
hard to raiſe theſe Atoms. My Soul 
ſeemed often willing to ſally from my 
Boſom, as if it foretold its future Ago- 
nies, and would elude them. From 
Hertfordſhire we went into Saffordſprre, 
after a little Stay in London; my Brother 
had been ſent there before us, to my 
| Grandmother. I cannot tell you, my 
divine Maſter, the Joy I had to find 
him again; I had pined for his Abſence. 
It was in this Country my Mother be- 
came a Catholick, to the Surprize of all 
her Friends in Town but I ceaſe to 
wonder at it, when I remember the fine 
Senſe of her Converters. Religion ap- 
peared in its true Beauty, in their Cha- 
pels and Converſations; tho' fo young, 
found myſelf charmed with it. My 
Mother indulged my Inclinations, and 

my Father permitted her to breed me a 
Catholick. I muſt confeſs I was pleaſed 
with their Devotion, though not natu- 


=_ devout ; I taſted a Pleaſure in their 
B 5 1 
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Admonitions, where Gentleneſs was al- 
ways mixed with Devotion. I was ca- 
reſſed by the wiſeſt and moſt religious 
of our Friends; and all thoſe who meant 
to endear themſelves to my Father and 


Mother found the Way by praiſing me. 
It yielded my young Mind a Sweetneſs, 
but a fatal one; it wakened a Vanity in 
me, which I have hardly 


yet been able 
to ſuppreſs, and which has led me into 


many Miſtakes: The Homage I recei- 


ved then gave me a Paſſion for it, which 
will never entirely dye. I would warn 


thoſe,who have theCare of Youth, againſt 


this Misfortune. Every Day I grew 


dearer to my Father and Mother. I 


devoted myſelf very young to Reading, 
but was ſo unhappy to chooſe ſuch 
Books as rather diverted, than informed, 


my Mind. My Mother had a Cloſer 


finely furniſhed with the beſt Authors, 
but Caſſandra and Cleopatra were my Fa- 
vourites. I read there with Pleaſure 
the Empire of Women, and doubted 
not of finding an Orondates. 
think of nothing below a King or Prince. 
began from that Moment to deſpiſe 
the Country Gentlemen; our Neigh- 


bours * Savages, and I often 
wonder- 
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wondered, my Father and Mother could 


endure them. This gave my Heart too 
exalted Notions, and has ſince occaſion- 
ed a thouſand Diſappointments. The 
Leiſure, that Reading afforded, 1 applied 
to Muſick and Dancing. | had the beſt 


Maſters for both, and began to excel in 
- thoſe Trifles by my Father's Care, who 


had a fine Taſte in theſe Things. I had 
then an Inclination to Latin, and began 


it with my Brother, but my weak Health 
would not permit ſo many Exerciſes. 


It ſeemed to languiſh under the Op- 
preſſion. My Father endeavoured to 
change my Studies; he ſent for a French 
Woman from London, but I never was 

very fond of that Language, and had 
an Averſion to the Hugonots, which pre- 
vented my purſuing it; yet J at laſt 
wrote it and ſpoke it tolerably well. 
About -this Time J apply'd myſelf to 
Writing,with greater Fondneſs,than any 
thing. I was too young for a Maſter, 
therefore I ſtole Copies, and by myſelf 
formed ſuch a kind of Hand, as this. I 
learned in haſte and ſecret; tis no won- 


der I am fo little perfect in it. From 
Cooley and Ovid I collected the moſt ten- 


der Parts, and — them to my 
F _ 
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Father. He was charmed at my little 
Theft; he ſhewed them to all his Friends, 
and his dear Child was his continual 
Diſcourſe. How, my moſt lovely Friend, 


was I pleaſed with his Praiſes! I re- 
doubled my Care, and not a Day paſſed 


without writing him a Letter. The 


Prudence of my Mother grew concerned 


at my purſuing Trifles ſo much ; ſhe 


poſſibly foreſaw this Humour might en- 


creaſe with my Years. She locked up 


her Books, my Pens were burned, and 
I bound down a Priſoner to my Needle. 
This was the firſt Misfortune I knew. 


Never did romantick Lady deplore her 
ſelf more than Miſs Patty. I looked 
upon this as the higheſt Affront. I did 


all my Work wrong, and nothing ſuc- 
ceeded, I undertook. I ſecretly mourn- 

ed the Kok of my dear Pen and Ink, as 
if I had 3 a Lover, but 1 would 


not complain to my Father, leſt he ſhould 


reſent it to my Mother, too ſeverely. 


My Mother addreſſed herſelf to her 


Father Confeſſor on this Occaſion ; he 
was a Man of true Piety, and of fine 


Senſe, of a moſt Angelick Compoſition. 


He uſed to call me his little Saint, and 
I had for him the moſt religious Duty. 
One 
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Secret Memoirs, &c. 14. 
One Day, after I had ended my Con- 


feſſion, he gently reproved me: My 


deareſt Child, ſays he, I both rejoice and 
mourn for you; you have Senſe beyond 


your Years, and your Soul is ſweetly 


adorned ; Heaven deſigned it for itſelf. 
Oh let me early reclaim it from profane 
and looſe Poets : Let me introduce you 
to the heavenly Company of Saints 

Angels, who languiſh to converſe with 
you, who are jealous of Ovid and Cow-. 
ley; I muſt have you ſhine amongſt 
them, and make my Favourite the Fa- 


vourite of Heaven. He ſpoke this with 
ſuch a divine Air, mixed with Sweet- 


neſs, that my Soul burned with Devo- 
tion, a holy Shame covered my Face ; 
on my Knees I received and thanked his 
heavenly Care, and from that Hour 


looked upon him as my Guardian An- 


gel; my Heart ſighed after Heaven 
with the ſame Ardour it now does for 
you : Nor do I find any Difference in 
its Paſſions ; but that I now. adore an 
Object [ have ſeen. For many Years I was 


under this Gentleman's holy Council, 
and happy in it. UH | | 
well as ſpiritual Friend. I deplore that 
I have loſt him by Death or Abſence ; 


e was a temporal as 


he 
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Ag | he was an Honour to his Profeſſion ; he 
1 was of the Order of Jeſu, and moſt 
14's truly devout. I can never. remember 
him without Tears; would to God J 
| could ſtill converſe with' him, to fortify 
' my Soul againſt your Abſence, a Mi 
14 fortune moſt wounding to me. 
4 We left Staffordfhire, - and returned 
with our whole Family to London; we 
lodged in Pallmall, where an odd Adven- 
ture befel us; I was then about nine or 
ten Years old ; my Books were reſtored 
to me, and I was more in Favour than 
ever; I was called the Wit of the Fa- 
mily, and now made Secretary to my 
Father and Mother. I anſwered for 
them all their Letters of Compliment. 
I was very proud and happy in this Em- 
ployment. My Father made me his 
_Confidant, and I often diftated his Love 
Letters for him, and that in ſuch a ten- 
der Manner, he had too much Succeſs 
with them. I began to ſcribble Verſes 
of my own, or I thought them mine. 
My Memory treaſured up all Things. 
I had long Poems by Heart. I wrote 
Verſes for my Brother againit his Break- 
ings- up, which were too much appro- 
ved. I grew fo vain of all this, that 1 
would 3 
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Secret Memoirs, &c. 15 
would converſe with none but People of 
the fineſt Senſe. I was raiſed above the 
uſual Follies of my Age. We lodged 
in a French Houſe to improve me in 
that Language; the Maſter of it was 
young, handſome, vain, and a Hugonot; 
he ſeemed neceſſary to my Pleaſures, 
and ſtill conducted me abroad to all the 
Places that afforded any Entertainment, 
the Parks and Plays, with my Brother. 
J looked on him as ſomething extreamly 
below me; I know not why, unleſs from 
the Duty he pay'd me, and my natural 
Vanity. My Father had a great Confi- 
dence in him, or he would not have 
truſted his Treaſure with him. I know 
not whether it was Love or Whim, but 
the poor Man grew very melancholy ; 
he ſighed whole Nights, neglected his 
Affairs, and ſeemed loſt to himſelf; as 
to me, he no longer entertamed me 
with Stories, but walked with the Si- 
lence of a Shadow. My Brother was 
his Bedfellow, and uſed to complain he 
could not ſleep for his French Friend. 
We knew not what to make of this 
Change. I had no Notion any com- 
mon Soul could be in Love ; my Mo- 
ther imagin'd it Religion, and lent him 

5 1 
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the moſt compoſing Books of that kind; 
but the Illneſs was not in the Head fo 
much as Heart, he ſtill grew worſe, nor 
had he Courage to ſeek any Remedy. 
One Night, about twelve o'Clock, we 
heard a very odd Noiſe, Groans ming- 
led with Stampings, and loud talking, 
with my Name often repeated in a very 
diſtracted Manner. My poor Brother 
run down to my Father, and aſſured 
him, Mr. B— was gone diſtracted, and 
he believed, for his Siſter. Soon after, 
about half a Dozen Hugonots aſcended 
the Stairs in a very violent Manner, 
and ſaid my Mother had bewitched the 


Man above with Popery, and 7 with 


Love. It was in vain to argue with 
theſe ignorant inraged Creatures, My 
Father thought it beſt. to retreat to a 
Neighbour's, till this -Storm decreaſed. 
We all went out of the Houſe in a very 
diſorder'd Manner, and ſoon after be- 
held the Books, my Mother had given 
him to read, and ſome. little Preſents, 
ſhe had made him, all burnt together, 
which they imagined would end the 
Charm. It was very well we eſcap'd 
with our Lives, for it ſeems they had 


threaten'd before to murder us. From 
f what 


* - 


ut 


_ 


— — 


ns 
- 


£9 4 - rt : * Hh a 22 . * 682 — xd 
ESO EN et Ci A o 
7 y Fg 2 * * „ 5 
4 


pI N n 


Oracle to 0m and nothing pleaſed him 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 17 
vhat I have ſeen of the Madneſs of theſe 
People, I cannot but think the immor- 
al Lewis had more than 9 to 
rive them from his Count 

This was the firſt of Love, that con- 
Ferned myſelf, I ever heard of, and the 
Iadeſt. It began in Flames, without 
Eny Fiction, and gave me a Terror for 
ſuch Paſſions. My Father fixed in a 
ery handſome Houſe in Albemarle-ſtreet, 
ear St. Jamess, in a very agreeable 
eighbourhood : A Relation of our's, 
2 very ſickly Man, deſired to finiſh his 
Days with us; he was very rich, and 
always affirmed, he would leave me his 
Fortune, having a Fondneſs for me 
from my Cradle. I looked upon him 
ith a Gratitude and Care, I thought he 
Ceſeryed z he was very young, but ſo 
deaf that the reſt of theF amily ſeemed to 
eglect him; I often ſtayed out of meer 
Pity with him, and endeavoured to make 
im forget ill Health. I uſed to play 
o him on the Harpſichord, which tho? 
e heard but imperfectly, ſeemed ex- 
reamly to oblige him; on his Part he 
WE rcw polite and well- bred, tho? naturally 
oroſe and peeviſh. I was a kind of 
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that any other did or ſaid. My Inno- 


cence and Good-nature had ſo far en- 
gaged him, that he reſolved to marry i 
me; he propoſed it to my Mother, who 
ſeemed to approve it, as Intereſt induced 


her; but my Father, who ſtudied my 


Happineſs in a more refined Manner, 
was entirely againſt it. He could not 
think of ſacrificing my Youth to ſuch 
Miſery ; nor was I leſs againſt it, for I 


had Pity, but no Love. | 


What haſtened this Diſagreement was 


a fooliſh Accident; I was very often 


permitted to go to Plays, but was till 
attended by ſome grave Perſon that I 
could neither laugh norcry, as I pleaſed, 
One Day I was left at home to entertain 
my ſickly Lover, who entreated me to 
go to the Play with him: it was .Oroo- Wl 


noko, my Favourite; I knew not how to 


reſiſt this Temptation, but feared being 
known, or poſſibly meeting my Father 
there; but againſt this we provided a 
Maſk. My Heart was too innocent 
and young to dream of further Harm, 
in this, than my Father's Anger. But 
it happened to be a very dear Play to me; 
for at our Return I found my Father 
and Mother both enraged 3 Y 
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J was moſt ſeverely reproved; I confeſſed 
very innocently, where I had been, and 
= aſked Pardon for the firſt Fault: I was 
forgiven, but my poor Lover never was. 
My Father, who never loved him, now 
looked on him with Averſion, and de- 
fired him to leave his Houſe, which he 
did, and Life ſoon after, for having 
loſt in me the only Pleaſure of it, he 
languiſhed to Death. He often ſent to 
tntreat I would ſee him in his Illneſs, 
but my Father would not fuffer it, 


kten which was much too nice. He died, 


and left Twenty Thouſand Pounds to 
entire Strangers. I lamented. for this 
poor Gentleman, though he had little 
but Love to recommend him : As for 


WY the Money, it gave me no Concern : 1 


had every thing I wiſhed for in the af- 
fectionate Care of my Parents. 
— Thus, my heavenly Friend, ere I was 
fourteen, J loſt my ſecond Lover, no 
leſs unfortunate than my firſt; I began 
to think Love an unlucky Thing, and 
reſolved to preſerve my Indifference, 


W which I did ſome Years One Day, as 


was uſual, I was kneeling behind my 
Mother at Maſs, in Arlington ftreet. 
My Heart was truly devout, and my 
Eyes 
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Eyes lifted up to Heaven, I had laid 
down my Prayer Book for ſome Mo- 
ments, and was much ſurprized when I 
took it up to read what was wrote with 
a Pencil. 

[Oh heavenly Creature, look back on a 
poor Mortal, who dyes for you. 

I was much ſurprized and troubled 
at this Diſcovery. I bluſhed extreamly, 
which my Mother wondered at, who 
often regarded me, to keep me cloſe to 
Devotion, which J ſtill continu'd with- 
out once turning my Head. I ſtill - 
prayed, but in a different Manner. I 
entreated Heaven to defend my Heart, 
to keep it ſtill to itſelf. When Prayers 
were ended, I roſe with ſome Confuſion, 
fearing to ſee the Author of the Lines 
I had read. But I could not help ob- 
ſerving him from his bowing very low, 
and offering his Hand to lead my Mo- 
ther to her Chair. I muſt confeſs my 
Eyes had never, till then, ſeen ſo fine a 
Form. He was very tall, gracefully 
made, and near twenty; his Face was 
very ſweet, and all his Features perfect- 
ly beautiful ; but what I obſerved moſt, 
as he lead my Mother, the fineſt fair 
Hair in the World, which deſcended 


very 
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very low, to his Waiſt; he ſeemed gen- 
teel and modeſt. After he had put my 
Mother in her Chair in the moſt reſpect- 
ful Manner, he offered his Hand to me. 
He endeavour'd to ſay ſomething, but 
trembled ſo, he could not; thus we 
parted. At Dinner, my Mother en- 
quired of my Father if he knew fuch a 
Gentleman; ſhe deſcribed his Perſon 
and Civility : Whilſt ſhe was ſpeaking, 
a young Lady, who was my Bedfellow, 
a Nobleman's Daughter of Ireland, told 
my Mother, ſhe was aſſured the Perſon 
ſhe ſpoke of was her near Relation, juſt 
arrived from France, where he had 
charmed all the Ladies. He is, ſays 
ſhe, Sir C— B—[—#'s Son of Ireland ; 
I may call him his Heir, for his eldeſt 
Brother has reſolved againſt Marriage. 
I heard this Diſcourſe with Indifference, 
for I had found Admiration, but no 
Love. Oh how different are they? your 
divine Beauties have taught me to di- 
ſtinguiſh, or rather to join them toge- 
ther. In the Afternoon, the firſt thing 
I iaw was my new Lover, who came to 
vifit his Couſin ; we were together when 
he came: I had more time then to ſurvey 
him, which I did with Caution, _ — 

 1aW 
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ſaw and pity'd his Diſorder; which 1 
have found ſince is the Symptom of a 
ſincere Paſſion. He ſpoke but little, 
yet what he ſaid was tender and reſpect- 
ful. He begged Pardon for the Liber- 
ty he took in the Morning of Writing. 


He laid the Fault on Love; nothing 


could be more polite or charming than 
this Lover, yet was my Heart inſenſible 
to him. I felt neither Pride nor Plea- 
ſure in the Conquellt. I retired, as ſoon as 


Civility allowed, to my darling Books; 


I own his Beauties and his Love deſerved 
a better Fate. He often viſited his Re- 
lation, who ſtill pleaded warmly for 
him, and often, by ſome Art or other, 
brought us together. My Mother was 
not diſpleaſed, this Gentleman being a 
Catholick. My Father had his Plea- 
ſures abroad; ſo we paſled the Moments 
very agreeably. I was pleaſed, though 


not charmed : He uſed to bring with 


him a Relation to entertain my Bed- 
fellow: He was a very agreeable Man, 
and had ſomething of a pleaſing Sadneſs, 
which more engaged me of the two, I 


imagined I liked him moſt, but it was 


truer much, that I was in Love with 
neither. My Lover uſed to mp 
CE 
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of my Coldneſs in a Manner, that would 
have warmed any other; but my Hour 
of Love was not yet arrived. He had 
a very ſweet Voice, and uſed to be ever 
ſinging ſome tender Song of -his own 
making. One Day, as we were ſitting in 
an Arbour in a neighbouring Garden, 
or rather he was kneeling at my Feet, 


| he ſweetly lighed in Muſick, 


| = 
O lovely Maid, whom I adore, 
1 ſadly propheſy 
I hen this poor Victim is no more, 
Who dyes, who dyes for thee, 
Thy Eyes will kinder Looks impart 
To ſome ungrateful careleſs Heart. 


. WS. 
Ob if the Dead can ſuffer Pain 
What Torment will it be! 


*Toill force me into Life again, 


Again to dye for thee; 
But firſt to pierce the faithleſs Breaſt, _ 
Who wounds my Aſhes, and thy ſacred Reſt. 


My Soul found ſomething very move- ” 


ing in theſe Words, and returned them 


7 
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extempore, if I can remember, in this 
Manner : 


3 pM 
Oh generous Youth, what can I give 
To Tenderneſs, like thine ! 
Ap] on ſome gentler Boſom live, 
© Till Love has waken'd mine. 
T ſee thy Merit and approve, - | 
Be kind, and call my Friendſhip Love. 


2. 
Let it fuffice thy tender Heart | 
And paſs for a Return, 
That it confeſſes thy Deſert, | 
And may hereafter burn. 
T by Sigh; and Tears may happy prove, : 
And charm 9 * into _ "21 


Wou'd to God It may, my Ange! 
he cry'd, wou'd to God it may. As he 
lifted up his Face (which was all charm- 
ing) I ſaw it covered with Tears. My 
Soul was touched with real Pity, and I 
have often wondered, Love did not en- 
ter it that tender Moment ; and much 
more am I amazed now, when I recol- 
lect Mr. B—— was not unlike my hea- 
venly Charmer, neither in Shape Air. 

T. 
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Air. He was ſomething taller ; but 1 


muſt own, till I beheld you, I had ne- 
ver ſeen any thing ſo lovely. Pardon, 
me, my adorable F riend, if I break every 
Moment from my Life to ſpeak of you, 
who are dearer to me. Oh, you have 
more than enough revenged my Indif- 
ference. | 

But to return to my unhappy L. over. 
We parted that Evening: Some Weeks 
after, he was preſs'd by his Relations to 


leave England, where he was only meant 


to make a littleTour. He told me of this 
with the utmoſt Sadneſs, and anew im- 
plored my Pity, that I wou'd ſuffer him 
to offer himſelf to my Father. I could 


not think of this, I reſolv'd to ſee the 


World ere I fetter'd myſelf. I intreated 
him therefore to leave me to Time, and 
promis'd I wou'd receive no other whilſt 
he was fingle. With a breaking Heart 
he prepared to be gone; when we parted 
he was dreſs'd in deep Mourning, which 
added to the Beauties of his Face; a ſort 

of Languiſhment was there which plead- 
ed for him, and I muſt own I never ſaw 
him ſo handſome ; the Concern he was 


in was more moving than Eloquence. 


After a thouſand Sighs 1 of Words, 
C = he 


. * 
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he look'd me a moſt tender Adieu. 1 
felt ſome little Sorrow, but ſoon forgot 
it, my Books amus'd me; he wrote 
often from Ireland, but I found it eaſier 
to refuſe his Letters. than himſelf; I 
continually ſent him ſuch Anſwers, in- 
treating him to obey his Friends, that 
at laſt he married a good Fortune, and 
an agreeable Lady, but not to his Taſte; 
for not long after his Health declin'd, 
and he dy'd in the Bloom of Youth and 
Beauty, the Deſire of all Hearts but 
mine. His Memory is much dearer to 
me than his Perſon was, and I often 
weep over it to this Moment; tis poſ- 
fible his ſw: et Shadow will accept my 
Tears after Death, and I offer them ſin- 
cerely, if you permit them, my ſacred 
Friend. Oh ! that it was poſſible you 
lov'd me enough to be jealous of this 

Tribute, how happy ſhould I be! 
Thus, heav'nly Guardian of my Soul, 
J loſt my third Lover. My Stars were 
very whimſical. A greater Misfortune 
ſucceeded this ; my poor Mother dy'd, 
and left me amidſt a thouſand Tempta- 
tions; ſhelter'd by her Piety and Care, 
J was ſafe; with Shame J confeſs, 1 


felt this Loſs in every thing ere I truly 
| Lot 
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forrow'd for it; my Heart was fondeſt 


of my Father, and ſaw no Danger while 


he was left to bleſs me; but this Blow 


even removed me from his Wing. 
In loſing the beſt Wife in the World 
he loſt her Jointure, on which was his 


chief Dependance. My Brother was in 


the Army, though a School-Boy. The 
Number of Maſters I had grew expen- 


| five, as indeed Houſe-Keeping did; 


therefore he gave it over,. and was once 
more perſuaded to go into the Army, 


| where he had yet very good Intereſt. His 


chief Care was to place me well, in 


whom his only Happineſs was center'd. 
Anold Lady, a Friend of my Mother's, 
deſired the Care of me; ſhe had three 


Daughters older than I, who,my Father 


hop'd, were wiſer too. I lived there ſome 


Months, but found a mighty Reverſe 


in my Fortune; the old Lady was artful 


as a Serpent, ſhe had been a Beauty, and 


remained a Coquet, at leaſt, for her 
Daughters. Half the young Fools in 
Town rendezvouz'd there, we danc'd, 
play'd at Cards, and the young Ladies 


went to Church, but *twas for Lovers. 


My Religion bore me another way, 


which J yet preſerved, though not de- 


C 2 ſired 
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fired by my Mother in her Illneſs, ſne 


left my Soul to its own Way. The good 
Father, I ſome time ago mention'd, itil! 


bleſs'd me with his Advice, which pre- 


ſerv'd me amidſt theFollies of this Houſe; 
nor was this the only Mark of his Care, 


he preſs'd my Father to ſettle ſome For- 


tune on me, which my Mother had not 
Time to do; he was eternally of Ser- 
vice to me, and came to London on Pur- 
poſe; if his Eyes ſhould by any Chance 
ſee this little Book, I intreat him to 
receive my everlaſting Acknowledg- 
ments ; but I fear Heaven has calPd his 
ſweet Soul thither; may it fill watch 
over me! 
1 continued nk theſs Ladies, till 

I found both my Character and Money 
in ſome Danger; the Houſe was ever 
haunted by a fort of Men I had, till then, 
been a Stranger to; the old Lady meant 
to catch Fools for her Daughters. 1 
was abounding in all ſorts of fine Cloaths, 
which were laid by till my Mourning 

was out; but my fair Friends, without 

my Leave, adorned themſelves every 
Day in them. I was aſhamed to take 
Notice of this, and bore it good a a 
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till T had no farther Reaſon to complain, 


for all my fine Laces were worn out. It 


was Time then, I thought, to remove, 


which | did, by my Father's Orders, to 
a Relation's in Devon/hire-ſtreet. The few 


Things I had of Value remaining, the 


Ladies were ſo good to take out of my 
Cabinet, which made it light of Carriage. 
Forgive me that I mention theſe Trifles, 
never any one loſt them with leſsConcern. 
In this Place the Scene was intirely al- 


ter'd, I liv'd in very good Order, but 


not happily, the. Gentlewoman of the 
Houſe, though 'a Coulin- -German, was 
no F riend. | 

I had very little Liberty, and began 
to mourn the want of it; I had no agree- 
able Friend to converſe with, and few 


Books ; in fine, I was a ind of half 
Priſoner. I durſt not again complain 


to my Father, but wrote a Letter to the 


young Lady, who liv'd with us at St. 


James; there I lamented myſelf, and 
painted my good Coulins in proper Co- 
ours; this I did only to amuſe myſelf. 


In the Letter | happened to call my Fa- 
ther old Gentleman, they imagining this 


Word wou'd ruin me with him, the 
g Letter was ſeiz'd and open'd, and de- 
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livered to him. His Tendernel often 


brought him to ſee me, and one Day, to 


my vaſt Confuſion, he ſhew'd me this 


Letter. Never did I know the Paſſion of 


Shame before, I trembled and turn d 
pale, and was ſinking down. 
My Father, who was divinely tender, 
pity'd my Concern, and gently reprov'd 
me for calling him old, a Thing his 
Gaiety hated ; I begg'd Pardon a thou- 

fand times, he as often forgave me : 
What a Pain it is to offend thoſe that 

love us? I cou'd leſs forgive myſelf 
that fooliſh Word, than my Father 

could. The reſt of the Letter he ap- 
prov'd, and from that Moment remov- 
ed me from my good Relation's, who I. 

have never conyers'd with ſince; they. 

knew my Father was at that Time ſet- 

tling all he cou'd upon me, and. they 
meant to prevent it. This was the firſt, 
Malice I met with in the World, and. 
moſt unnatural from my own F amily. - | 
My Father convey'd me to a Niece. 
of his own, a very lovely good - na- 
tur*d Perſon, who had liv'd with us 
ſome time .when my Mother dy'd. 1. 
was very happy in her Friendſhip, and 
nothing could be more delightful e 
1 the 
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the Place we liv'd in. Our Garden 
look*d over Spring-Garden, where we 
could, unſeen, ſee all the Company, 
and after the Company of a Night was 
retir'd, there we ug'd to walk: A thou- 
ſand Birds attended us with their Mu- 
ſick; my whole Time was paſs'd in 
Reading. Here I had Time to indulge 
that favourite Paſſion again, more than 
ever. My Couſin's Cloſet afforded ve- 


ry entertaining Books, which were left. 


her by our Grand-mother, who was a 
Wonder of her Kind. 

I liv'd here as my Soul could wiſh, 
without the leaſt Grief, but in the Di- 
ſtance of my darling Brother, who was 
then in Ireland. _ 

We were ſitting one Evening by the 
Water 's-Side, to which our Garden de- 


ſcended, when a little Boat paſs'd by us 


with a fall large Sail, attended by ano- 
ther Boat without any. Two Gentle- 
men ſaluted us as they went by, and 
toaſted our Health: The String of the 
Sail was ty'd to the Boat, and a ſudden 
Guſt of Wind overturn'd it. The poor 
Gentlemen were ſwimming in the Wa- 
ter, but I believe ſo unus'd to that Ex- 
* that if our Cries had not call'd 
= ©: W 
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the Neighbours to their Aid, they 
would have been loſt with the Surprize; 
and incommoded by their Cloaths, they 
were taken out of the Thames; and, 
our Houſe being neareſt, we offer'd 
them to repoſe themſelves there ; the 
Watermen, who were very well! ; Upp'T 
too, bore them along. 

They were put into Bed, and re- 
freſh'd with warm Wine; when a little 
recover'd, they deſir'd to fee the Ladies 
that had been ſo compaſſionate to them. 
They paid us their Thanks in a very 
handſome Manner; and ſoon after I 

found the Elder of the Two had been 
Phyſician to my Mother: My Coin 
perfectly remembered him again. He 
ſeem'd to apply his Thanks and Diſ- 
courſe to her, as the other did to me. 
From that Time our Acquaintance be- 
gan. The Phyſician's Friend was about 
two and twenty: He had ſomething in 
his Face and Mein agreeably tender, 
but nothing fine or graceful. 

The Danger I had ſeen him in, re- 
commended him more than his Perſon : 
And I found a kind of Compaſſion for 
him more than I had been ſenſible of 


before; "tis poſſible he had Art enough 
to 
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to diſcern this His Friend had told him 
who I was, that my Family and For- 
tune would be the raiſing of his; that 
he would uſe his Intereſt with my Cou- 
ſin, whoſe Care I was under. They 
often renewed their Viſits, and at laſt 
we ſaw them every Evening : Solitude, 
and ſeeing them often, inſpired us with 
ſomething like Love. My poor Couſin at 
laſt grew fondly in love with her Doctor, 
who was indeed a more engaging Man 
than the other. Her Lover, and fhe,' 
ſtill join'd in praiſing mine. He was a 
young Merchant, and. his Family, and 
Education, but mean. I ſaw ſomething 
ſervile in him, which my proud Heart 
could ill reconcile itſelf to; but Art and 
Time ſeaſon'd this Diſlike. He was art- 

ful in ſtudying proper Diverſions for 
my Youth. He was ever making Balls; 
of which I was the Queen, the Hours 
and I danced on with little Conſidera- 
tion. I Iik*d the new Pleaſures he every 
Day found for me, much more than 
the Man ; he rather grew uſeful to me 
than charming: He was ever invent- 

ing little Journeys to amuſe me. die 
ſhew'd us Windſor, and Hampton-Court, 


and all the fine Buildings about Town. 
C 5 1 
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All this pleas'd me extreamly, as it was 
new to me. At laſt, my Lover thought 
himſelf ſo well in my Favour, that he 
propos d Marriage: I ſtarted at the 
Name; *twas a State I ever abhor'd from 
the uneaſy Life my Father and Mother 
led. I told him my Averſion, which 
appear'd to grieve him extreamly. He 
had a good deal of Cunning, but not 
much of Honour. 
| Soon after my Father was alarm'd 
with the News of this Lover. , He was 
proud, and could not bear the Thoughts 
of receiving him into his Family. He 
talk*d to me about him; I very inno- 
cently and ſincerely told him every 
thing. With Tears he intreated me to 
ſee him no more, to have better | 
for myfelf. He told me he aefign'd 
me for a N of his own, who 
og every Day from Sea: A 
Man of Senſe and Honour, ſuited to 
my Soul, who was riſing in the World. 
1 üſten d to my Father as I would to 
Heaven, Iaflur'd him I would obey him 
while Iliv'd, and that I would break off 
this Affair. When my Lover came 
next, I receiv'd him very coldly, and told 
ham I muſt obey my Father. un, 
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to weep, and after imploring, in vain, 
a Reverſe of his Fate, we Penny: and I 
thought for ever. 

I be next Day the Relation my Fa- 
ther had ſpoke of, returned to England, 
and ſoon after deſired Leave to be in 
the fame Houſe with us, where my 
Grandmother had brought him up, 
with the young Lady I liv d with. I 
had not ſeen my Coufin many Years ; 
his Senſe and Manners were improv'd 
very much : He was far from hand- 
ſome, yet he appear'd very agreeable 
to me. He became a moſt paſſionate 
and tender Lover; his Sentiments were 
more refin'd than any I had yet heard. 
We convers'd eternally together, nor 


were ever parted a Moment. He re- 


tird from his Friends and Buſineſs to 
give himſelf up intirely to Love. Li- 
ving together gives a Tendernefs, 1 
know not how to define: It ſupplies a 
thouſand Charms: The Lover may 
improve the ſoft Moments to his Ad- 
vantage. He watches the tender Me- 
tions of the Heart, and ſucceeds more 
in a Month, than the diſtant Lover in 
an Age The little Time we were to- 
8 I found it ſo: My Heart ſoften; d 
| at 
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at his Tears, and return'd his Vows. 
He was perpetually ſtudying to en- 
gage me : I ſaw nothing of the World 
but himſelf, and he took Care to con- 
ceal me from it. He made my Soli- 
tude ſo pleaſing to me, that indeed I 

E |. had no Wiſhes beyond it. What made 

. im dearer to me, was the Fear of loſ- 
ing him ſoon, and to a thouſand 
Dangers: Theſe Fears create Love. 

Il was happy that there was no Probabi- 
lity of marrying him ſoon, that would 
have been more ſenſible than parting 

with him for ever; ſo averſe was J ſtill 


1 to Marriage. n 
My Merchant was dead to my Me- 
mory; my Couſin had defac'd him 

there: He had repreſented him in ſuch 
Colours, that I deſpis'd, or rather for- 
got him. My Couſin was now oblig' d 
to go to Sea again; I was tenderly con- 
cern'd to part with him: It was the firſt 
real Grief J had taſted. My poor Lover 
was carried on board half dead with 
Sorrow ; it was certain he left his ver 7 
Soul behind him, and to this Moment 
paſſionately loves me. Could he have 
ſtaid longer with me, he had eſtabliſh'd 
himſelf in my Heart, but Youth _y : 
; Other 
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other Objects wore * thoſe | mpreſ- 
ſions. | 
As ſoon as he was gone, my Mer- 
chant returned ;- but I would neither 
receive his Letters nor Viſits. But af- 
ter my Couſin left me, my Father was 
alarm*d, by ſome buſy Friends, that I 
might relapſe into. my former Inclina- 
tions; they advis'd him to hurry me 
into a Boarding-School, to be ſeverely 
guarded. This was offering a Violence 
to his own r which lov'd my Hap- 
pineſs. 

He plac'd me under the Care of an 
old Governeſs, who had formerly been 
one to King William's Queen. He de- 
fired I might be treated with Indul- 
gence : He did not deſign I ſhould be 
tormented with the- fooliſh Learning 
of the School, which he knew 1 was 
above. Behold me, my ever charm- 
ing Conqueror, in cloſe Captivity | far 
from my deareſt- Friends, from my 
ſweet Books, and beloved Retirement; 
I who. had been Miſtreſs of myſelf, 
ador'd by three Lovers, and a Kind of 
Wit, to be thus debas'd ! I muſt ſay it 
was the wrongeſt Thing my Father 


ever did, and was near leading me to 
5 | my 
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my Ruin. It is the worſt Education 
upon Earth, no fine Mind can endure 
it. I ſpeak with warmth againſt this, Who 
have felt the Miſery of it. I was intirely 
out of my Element : I now look back 
with Tears on my late loſt Liberty. 1 
wrote my Complaints on all theWindows! 

Dear Liberty ! O take me to thy Arms! 
T pine to Death again to taſte thy Charms! 
But even in this Place I poſſeſs'd 
one Happineſs, which was the Con- 
verſation of Miſs: H d, a Lady 
of much Wit and Merit, ſomething 

elder than IJ. We there began a 

Friendſhip, that, I hope, will laſt ith 
my Life. We us'd to agree in playing 
our old Matron a thouſand Tricks, till 
ſhe grew weary of us. 4 
It was now my Trafficker Appeir U 
_ As I have faid, he had low Cun- 
he knew how to intrap us, as the 
Traders call it, tho* not to charm. He 
rightly judg'd Confinement might ſink. 
my Spirits to him. He wrote the moſt 
humble, fawning Letters : He had 
brib'd all the Servants to deliver them, 
, and us'd to paſs whole Days, walking 
in Hyde-Park, with folded Arms (our 
Windows look'd in there) where I Day 
| * 
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De ſaw my Lover. He appeared then 
very differently in my Eyes; every 
thing- he did had ſome Beauty; I for- 
got his mean Fear : in fine, I grew to 
like him, having nothing elſe to like; 
where 1 only ſaw Trees, old Women, 
and little Girls, he appear'd very love- 
ly ; Marriage itſelf was not then ſo 
abhor'd, and I reſolv'd to releaſe m 
at any Rate, He begg'd Leave to write 
to my Father, and to wait on him, 
which I now permitted. He fell at 
my Father's Feet, and implor'd his Per- 
miſſion to ſee his Daughter, on whom 
his Life and Happineſs depended. My 
Father's Heart was mov'd with Pity, 
and the Humility of the Man; he per- 
mitted him to ſee me once a Month, on 
Condition he would not. preſs me to 
marry, without his Conſent. In this 
Time he behav'd ſo well, he won to his 
Party even my Governeſs, who now 
pleaded for him, much more than my 
Heart, which was often weary of — 
and Janguiſh'd to find ſo of 
greater Merit. He had not Senſe 
_ enough to diſcern this, and thought 
himſelf ſecure of me. How dull are 
che Souls of common Men IL My 
1 | Sover- 
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Governeſs, who wiſh'd me gone ex- 
treamly, ſeem'd to haſten this Affair. 
My Father therefore, at laſt, conſented, 
but very heavily, I was remov'd into 
the Strand to buy Cloaths for this fine 
Wedding. How was I pleas'd to find 


0 1796 myſelf at Liberty? *Twas that I only 


wanted, But my Merchant is now try- 
ing to out-wit himſelf : He imagin'd, 
if he ſeem'd to retire, my Father 
would add to my Fortune, rather than 
loſe him. Never was Wretch more 
miſtaken. He told his Deſign to me; 
I was not diſpleas'd with it; hoping it 
would break off this dull Affair. I 
therefore acquainted my Father, that 
the Merchant ſeem'd willing to defer 
his Marriage a little while, till his For- 
tune was more worthy of me, and hop'd 
this would. oblige him, it —_— been 
once his own Deſire. 

I knew very well how this would 
work on my Father's Soul: He mus'd 


ſome Moments, and then ſaid, Yes, m 


dear Child, I will defer this Mar- 

riage —— But it ſhall be for ever. And 
I now command you on. my Bleſſing, - 
never more to ſee that mean-ſpirited 


* I ſee this is a Trick, and I 
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hope it will make you think juſtly of 
yourſelf, and him : Thank Heaven, 
which has ſo early deliver'd you from 
Meanneſs and Miſery. 

I promis d my Father never more 
to receive him, to return his Letters, 


and to deſpiſe him: which I did. Never © 


was miſerable Creature more diſappoint- 
ed! never was there a happier Reſolve 
for me than this! From that Moment 
all things went wrong with him ; his 
Credit ſunk, and after ſome Years: 
vainly endeayouring to regain me, he - 
martied a very good Woman, and a 
Fortune, which both left him. He 
fail'd three Times, and became more 
unhappy than I wiſh'd. It is not fix 
Months ago, fince I was forc'd myſelf 
to relieve him, being reduc'd to a Gar-. 
ret, and to want all Neceſſaries of 
Life, but what he receiv'd from my 
Hand. 

Thus, my moſt Adorable, I eſcap'd 
this Danger. My Father was cur'd of all 
his Fears, went into the Country to his 
Regiment, and left me Miſtreſs of 
myſelf in Town. I paſs'd the Hours 
very gaily: I liv'd with a young Lady, 
E to my own „ Every 
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Permit me to leave myſelf a Moment, 


with a true Picture of the Pair: This is 
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Moment was diverted with ſomething 
new: I had Lovers, but ſuch as did not 
diſturb me, nor indeed pleaſe me much. 
Amongſt theſe, I had a Couſin-German, 
a Man of Fortune, who had liv'd ſome 
Years in the Country; he now came 
to Town, and was charm'd with his 
new Couſin, but he was far from my 
Taſte : The Man of Pleaſure, and the 
Squire, were awkardly blended together, 
and he was marry'd to a peevith Beauty, 
who deſpis'd him; all this diſguſted me: 
his Preſents, his Letters, and Perſon 
was refus'd. In fine, he had not the 
Art of Charming, which he wonder'd 

15 


to give you a little Hiſtory of my 
Coulin's Lady, which will —* you. 


not likely to be feen by any but your hea- 
venly hs, or I ſhould ſpare "the Fol- 
lies of my Relations. 
His Lady was a Man of Quality's | 
Daughter, and was, beſides being a 
Beauty, a very good Fortune. She was 
addreſs'd by all the beft Eftates in the 
Country, but none pleas'd her ſo well 
as my unmeritorious Couſin, His Face 
Was 
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was fair, his Cheeks roſy, and faſhion'd 
more to carry off any thing, than a 
fair Lady; but this was nothing. 

The God of Whimſy, not of Love, 
reſolv'd their Union; ſhe leap'd from a 
Window into my Couſin's Arms, who 
convey'd his fair Prize to London, where 
ſhe was the Admiration of the Town, 
a little while, but it grew weary of her, 
as did her Huſband, who began to 
languiſh for new Beauties He left his 
Lady to ſigh alone, but Chance took 
pity on her. In the ſame Houle, an 
old 1rijſþ Gentleman lodg'd, who had 
been a Man of Pleaſure, and was ſtill 
gallant : He took Compaſſion on this 
fair Victim, and us'd to amuſe her 
Hours. The Huſband was well con- 
tented, and paſs'd away his Time as 
Wine and Youth directed. 

But one Evening returning euly 
home, he was much ſurprized to find 
his Wife abroad, nor could he hear 
where ſhe was gone. He inquir'd for 
his Friend to comfort him, but found 
they were both flown together. After 
paſting ſome Months in Ireland, he in- 
vited the Wanderer to return, which 
ſhe at laſt conſented to do; but has 
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a Father. My Diſtemper increaſed, 
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ever ſince hated him with the utmoſt 
Diſdain, I have gone, my heavenly 


Friend, alittle out of my Path, to give 


you an Idea of this Lover. Thad another 
at that Time, far more agreeable, who 


had Youth and Wit. He abounded in 
Ridicule, and ſometimes was dull 


enough to ſacrifice his Paſſion to it, *till 


at laſt we laugh'd Love out of Doors; 
but I muſt confeſs, he had ſomething 


amuſing enough in him, but was not 

intirely to my Taſte. How ſacred a 
Thing is Love! It will not indure Jeſt. 
ing. 

About this Time of my Life, my Youth 
and Pleaſures were interupted by a violent 
IIlneſs, which I received by fitting too 
long under the ſweeteſt Trees in the 


Park. But, oh, I forgive that Injury, 


and adore the Place, for it is now bleſt 
with your looking on it from your 
ſweet Wndows. 1 no longer reproach 


them, but rather wiſh I had continued 
there till this Moment. 


I -languiſh'd long with a Fever, that 
near deſtroy'd my Life. It was then, m 
ever charming Friend, I lamented the 
Loſs of a Mother, and the Diſtance of 


and 


I 
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and no Hopes of Recovery were left, 


but the Country: I went therefore to 
Fulbam, where I was us'd with ſuch 
Tenderneſs and Care, that my Health 
revived every Day; and at laſt I was 
perfectly well. The Place agreed with 
my Soul as well as Body; I was 
charm'd with the agreeable Walks, and 
delightful Solitude. The ſweet Thames, 
which, you know, paſtes by the Foot of 
the Garden, entertain'd my Eyes; and 
the agreeable Meadows, which were 
ſcatter d on the other Side: How re- 
freſhing are the Arbours, fill'd with the 
ſofteſt Melody of the Spring! How 
coo] are its Grottos, defended from the 
Day, as if form'd for Love and Friend- 
ſhip! I us'd to wander there with my 
Book or my Muſe, and ſweetly loſt to 
the World, here I ſigh'd, 


Let this ſcveet Solitude be mine 

The Trees that ſhade, the Streams that ſhine. 
On this moſſy Pillow reſting, © 
Nothing bere my Soul moleſting .. FAY 
Let not tyrant Love invade nem, > >, 


Fr, rom bay. ot. Arrows 8 ne. 235 


Oh Heav' u, wi er you elſe deen, 


or have 
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1 have heard how others languiſb, 
And have wept to grace their Anguiſh 
But never let this Boſom prove, 
From its own Pangs, the Force of Love. 


Every Guardian Angel ſave me, 
With Fe Freedom Nature gave me. 


The ck heard my Prayers for a 
great while, and I liv'd in Paradiſe with- 
out a Serpent. I was happy in my Books 
and Friends, when the moſt terrible Miſ- 
fortune of my whole Life befell me, the 
Loſs of my dear Father. Oh let me 
collect Strength for this Part of my 
Life, I bleed when I think it over, and 
feel all thoſe Agonies he ſuffer d; 1 
need not, were I able, to repeat the dread- 
ful Manner of his Death; it wou'd 
wound your generous Soul too much, 
and you've already heard it. 

Never was any Sorrow more real 
than mine: Part of my Life, the 
deareſt of it, was loſt at this Time. 
By Blood was ſhed by the ſame Hand. 
Nor Friends, nor Reaſon, could perſwade 
me to pity myſelf. I reſign'd my Soul 
to Grief, and indulg'd the fatal Sad- 
neſs. My very Muſe deceiv d me, the 
could not ſing for weeping. 2 

1K 


7 
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Lite a poor Flow'r, I pale and dying lay, 
Torn from the Stalk, n weeps its Life 
away. 
A thouſand Dangers oreſt on every Part, 
Grief rent my 2 outh, and prey'd upon 2 
Heart. 
De Night and Day was all to Tears re- 
in' d, 
Death fb ok my Form, = ſradewd Or 
my Mind. 


My Loſs was e and 1 
find it more every Day, and this In- 
ſtant more than ever; when the Aſhes of 
the Dead are wounded by the Malice of 
the “Living. MydGriefs bleed anew, to find 
the Grave is not a Retreat from Envy, 
there I hop'd to reſt with my poor Fa- 


ther; but the Scorpion Haywood will * 


bear her Sting even thither. 
I hear ſhe even violates the Dead, 


who never had the Misfortune to ſee her, | 
againſt her 


and has committed no Crime 
but in giving me Life ; ſhe taxes him 
with Follies he never heard of, my Soul 


knows him innocent of every Charge. 
Sure this wretched Creature's Mind is 

as harſh and unlucky as her Features, 
that neither Death, nor A can 


intreat „ / 
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intreat her; how much worſe is this 
female Fiend than the Villain that ſtab- 
bed my Father's Boſom, who darts the 
Poiſon of her Pen in his very Duſt; may 
it periſh there, nor riſe a again to hurt 
the World ! 
- Pardon me, my Angel, while 1 
am ſpeaking of this Nevil ; till now ſhe 
had not Power to afflict me. Oh, take 
me to your heav'nly Protection, and 
defend me from this Tygreſs, who de- 
lights in my Misfortunes, and purſues 
me in all that is dear and ſacred to me, 
my Friends, my Reputation, my Pa- 
rents, and even my adored Hillarius, 
who is dearer to me than all theſe, or 
Life itſelf; there ſne wou'd ſtrike me; 
but I truſt in Heaven, and your divine 
Sweetneſs, you will preſerve me from 
her ; what can I expect, oh my Adora- 
ble, from the Tongue that will not ſpare 
even you, the ſweeteſt and moſt lovely 
of all Mankind. on 
But to return to my former Sorrow: 
I paſt whole Months devoted to Grief, 
my Brother was ſtill in Jreland, and 1 
without any Friend or Relation to com- 
fort me or aſſiſt my Affairs; but the Mur- 
derer was executed, 0d I did all Things 
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that the moſt tender Duty required. My 
Soul was ſunk in Melancholy, and my 
Health languiſhed almoſt to the Grave. 

I converſed with nothing but what fed 
my Sorrow, Muſick and my Books, 
that I appeared the Shadow of Death. 

I was one Evening, which would 
have ſeemed ſweet to the Happy, walk- 
ing in the moſt gloomy Part of our 
Garden, when a Lady and Gentleman 
paſſed by me. My Eyes were bent to 
the Earth, and I in the deepeſt Mourn- 
ing. Iobſerved they turned back again 
with Surprize, and followed me fo faſt 
I could not well avoid them. When 
they overtook me I found the Lady had 
been a Neighbour, and once a favourite 

Friend; ſhe preſented her Huſband to 
me, who till then I had not regarded. 
He was a kind of Man the World calls. 

handſome, well made, and not unlovely - 
to other Eyes, _ but mine were blind 
with Sorrow ; they both appeared ex- 
treamly pleaſed at meeting me fo unex- 
pectedly ; they pitied my Concern, and 

 leemed to ſhare it with me. In walking 
with them I found they had been my 
Neighbours ſome Months, and were 
fixed in a very handſome Houſe that. 
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looked into our Garden, where they 
invited me that Night, and preſſed me 
to go, which I could not civilly refuſe, 
From that Hour, for many Months, we 
were ſeldom aſunder. - 'Their Coach, 
their Houſe, and every thing were at 
my Service, till Love was pleas'd to 


part us, by entering into the Gentle- 
man's Head, where there was Room fot. 


twenty Cupids. I lamented this Change, 
and foreſaw it would break our Friend-. 
ſhip. I grew more reſerved, and made 
but ſhort and cold Viſits, and only 
wanted to break off entirely; but as I 
retired the Couple grew fonder of me ; 
they both complained of my Neglect, 
and forced me to be often there. When 
I was abſent they lived in a perfe& 
Storm. Mr. B— grew to hate his 
Wife, and ſhe him; he reproached her 


with not looking and ſpeaking like me; 


in Return ſhe aſſured him J hated bim, 


and diſdained him, which was really true, 


and that he owed my Company entirely 


to her. In this ſhe did me Juſtice, for 


of all Creatures he was moſt diſagree- 
able to me. Not Love itſelf could make 
him ſeem lovely. He knew little of 


the divine Part of the Paſſion, and had 
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no true Regard for Women. | Young as 
] was I diſcovered this, and reſolved 
every Way to avoid him. His Praiſes 
were diſagreeable. I was careful in ne- 


ver paſſing a Moment with him with- 
out his Wife, I endeavoured to recon- 


cile their Quarrels, which were much 


higher in my Abſence. His Lady often 
intreated me with Tears to be with them 


for her Sake, whom indeed I only con- 


ſidered. We often went to take the 
Air, but the poor Coach Glaſſes were 


ſtill wounded between them. 

One Day, after Dinner, we were ſit- 
ting in their Arbour, when Mr. B— 
left us to ſit by himſelf in another Part 
of the Garden, which I rejoiced at, but 


in a few Moments he intreated me to 
walk that Way juſt to ſpeak to me; 1 
was very unwilling to go, but his Lady 


compelled me ; when I approached his 


| Arbour, he conjured me with a very 


grave, but aſſured Face, to hear and to 
forgive him the laſt time he ſhould 
ever trouble me. He took the Advan- 
tage of the Confuſion he raiſed in me, 


and with uncommon Aſſurance ſpoke 


to this Purpat 7 
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I find, Madam, to my Deſpair, the 

Coldneſs you entertain my Paſſion 
with, and all its Proofs; you ſee me 
miſerable without Pity, and dragging at 
once the Chains of Love and Marriage. 
I cannot believe that Youth and Sweet- 
neſs is without ſome Flame, nor can [ 
imagine myſelf an unworthy. Object; 
but I ſuppoſe you ſacrifice me to ima- 
ginary Honour, to the cold Maxims of 
your Grandmother, or to the Friendſhip | 
you have for my Wife ; ſhe merits no- 
thing from either of us ; for your Sake 
Liry: to ſuppreſs my Hatred, but N 
give nothing in Return. 

I ſtood with Horror to Hear this 
Creature, but was flying from him, 
when falling at my Feet he held me ſo 
faſt J could not move; I will never 
leave this Place, ſays he, till you pro- 
miſe to ſmile upon me; and here I 
ſwear to merit your Regard. I will 
leave all things for you, my Wife, m 
Children, and Country. I will fly where 
we are not known, marry, and ſettle all 
my Fortune upon you. You are young 
and friendleſs ; if Love will not incline 


you, let Intereſt, 
Never 
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Never was Soul ſo ſhocked, nor ſo 
fall of Reſentment! I trembled with 
Anger, fo that I could not ſpeak, but 
buriting, from his Arms, I gave him a 
ſevere Blow on the Face; There, Villain; 
ſays I, take my laſt Favour; and boaſt 
of it: His Wife overheard ſome Part 
of the Diſcourſe, which obliged me in 
Juſtice to myſelf to tell the reſt, and to 
aſſure her I never more would enter her 
Houſe where I was ſo affronted. She 
endeavoured to appeaſe me, and im- 
plored me to continue my Viſits. He 
retired into his Cloſet, where he locked 
himſelf up all Night, equally- enraged 
with his Wife and me. 

I never more returned to this Houſe 
of Terror, and avoided all Places 
where I could hear of them, or meet 
them. On his Part Love: turned to 
Hatred, and he made it his Buſineſs to 
injure me as much as was in his mean 
Power. Soon after, I thank Heaven, 
he left the Place and me with a thouſand 
Curſes. It is yet a Pleaſure to my 
Memory that I acted ſo juſtly in that 
Affair. I have told you mat religiouſly. 
the Truth, as if I were FRY to my 
Creator. BE 

D 3 1 nus, 
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Thus, my Guardian Angel, I eſcaped 
this Rock; I think blameleſs and inno- 
cent; but J was, not long ere I was 
driven on another far worle, which 
wounded me more ſeverely: 105 
About a little Mile from us a near 
Relation of mine lived, who was æ very 
famous Oculiſt, and had ſome of his 
Patients in the ſame Houſe with him; 
amongſt the reſt a very agreeable Lady of 
2 good Fortune, whom J had formerly 
known in Londen, and was happy in 
meeting there. I was often with her 
whole Days rogether. There was other 
Company in the Houſe, then unknown 
to me; amongſt others two blind Gen- 
tlemen lately returned from Twrky, 
where they loſt their Eyes: I never ſaw 
more melancholy Objects: They were 
both about thirty, Men of Senſe, and 
not diſagreeable. My Soul was ſincere- 
ly touched with Pity for them both, 
but moſt for one of them, whoſe Per- 
fon and Manner appeared more enga- 
ging, and who ſhewed me an uncom- 
mon Regard. He was tall, genteel, 
and well-ſhaped, and had the Remains 
of ſome Beauty, which even his Blind- 
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for this unhappy Gentleman carried me 
often to my Couſin's; at laſt I almoſt 
lived there. I uſed to read to Sir Mil- 


liam M—y—4, and walk with him. The 


Melancholy that ſtill hung upon me 


made me delight in diſmal Objects, and 


lament them. I was never ſo well plea- 
ſed as when I could be of any Service to 


Sir William; and indeed I grew happier 
than I had been ſince I Joſt my Father. 
I pitied the Miſery of others ſo much, 


that I in ſome manner forgot my own; 
and Heaven ſhewed me che Tenderneſs 
I beſtowed on the Unfortunate. The 
Summer began to decline, and I could 
not go ſo often to my Couſin's as uſual z 
nor could the Blind walk to me — 
Love had led him, for the Ways grew 
very bad, and the Days ſhort. Sir 
William could not bear 2 Diſtance: 


He was reſolved to ſhorten it, by living 


in the ſame Houſe, and leaving his 
deareſt Friends for me. J knew: this 
would create ſome Remarks, but could 


not prevail with Sir VMilliam to ſtay 


where he was, nor indeed could 1 preſs 
him extreamly, for his Company 
very agreeable to me ; nor was I pleaſed 


without it. In fine, he came to Mr. 
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Cenny's. We continually walked or fat 
together. I was ſeldom a Moment from 
him, or if I was, it gave him the great- 
eſt Pain, and me no Pleaſure. I dined 
always with him, and rendered him all 
the little Services at Table that Pity 
directed. He would not eat but from 
my Hand, nor drink, unleſs I firſt 
touched the Glaſs. - In walking, his 


Blindneſs permitted him to lean on my 


Arm. At Night we fat up late together. 


J uſed to read him to Sleep. Nothing 


could pleaſe him but my Diſcourſe, 
Reading or Playing. I have ſeen him 
tranſported with Mirth at my Prattle. 
J invented a thouſand Stories to enter- 
tain him, and left all my Friends to de- 
vote myſelf to him. I was too young 
and artleſs to imagine this more than 
Pity; nor did I dream his Love, but 
Gratitude for my Care. The World 
was more concerned for us than we were 
for ourſelves. It was y that we re- 
tired from it; for we had left every 
body for one another. It began to talk 
ſeverely : The Wile called me impru- 
dent : The Cunning fancied that which 
was noble Pity, meer Intereſt, which 


my Soul was above: The 1 
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ſtill treated it worſe, while Heaven 


knows nothing was more innocent than 


my Heart. I was too happy to heed 
| theſe Prattlers, but was pleaſed to have 
a new Occaſion of ſhewing my- Regard 


to Sir William. His Relations grew 
alarmed, and fancied my Deſign on his 
Title and Fortune. But all this only 


augmented our Regard; and Anger . | 
gave a higher Reliſh to it. Sir William 
was eternally praiſing me, and preſent- 


ing me to his F riends, and deſired they 
would uſe their Intereſt with' me to 
marry him, for the Admiration he had 
for me made him tremole to propoſe it. 
This extreamly perplexed them. They 
conſulted, wondered, and railed. We 
laid a thouſand little Schemes to teaze 


'em; which all ſucceeded, to our infi- 


nite Pleaſure. Never were People bet- 
ter pleaſed with themſelves, or leſs con- 
cerned for the World. But all this while 


we rather talked like tender Friends, 


than Lovers, for 1 own I meant no more. 


But at laſt Sir Villiam, in the moſt 
paſſionate and reſpectful Manner, aſſu- 
red me. he adored me; that his Life 
and Fortune were at my Service; and 
| OUTS I would: bleſs the Remainder 
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of his Days, which elſe would be miſe- 
rable. This Diſcourſe inſpired me with 
no Deſign, but of liking him more, yet 
without a Thought of giving myſelf up 
forever, I thought it nobler to be com- 
paſſionate than rich, and that Marriage 


would take from the Beauty of my Pity. 


1 returned him my Thanks for the Ho- 
nour he imagined I deſerved; and aſſu- 
red him, whilſt he thought in that man- 
ner, I would continue my moſt tender 
Reſpet. I had then- Abundance of 
what they call Lovers, but would re- 
My Heart was taken up 
more than I thought or durſt examine; 
fill I dreamed this was only Pity ; till 


Sir William was obliged to go a few 


Miles to a Relation's. Our parting was 
too {oft for Friendſhip. . He was long 
ere he could leave me, and I as unwil- 


ling fo part with him: In this little 
Abſence I found myſelf extreamly un- 


ealy. I ſighed every Moment, I knew 


not why, and counted the Hours till he 
returned, which was in a few Days, but 


ſo pale and altered, it appear'd his Sha- 


dow. Receive me, he cry'd, oh my 
lovely Friend, nor part. with me again, 
but to the Grave ! 1 


I have ſuffered mare 
than 


} 
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than Death in this ſhort Abſence. 1 
cannot live without you - Oh you muſt 
be always mine! He held me in his 


Arms, which I could find tremble witñn 


Joy. We every Day grew dearer to- 
each other. I was then indeed as blind 
as he. I gave him every Perfection, 
and began'to love in earneſt. How did 
I want a Friend to guard me from this 
Precipice, where Love was leading me, 
to warn me of this Serpent, who was 
ſucking out the Sweetneſs of my Soul, 

and laying every Art to __ it! 


Honour, that Guardian Angel, can alone; 
Give Life to Love, and fix bim on his 
Throne: 
Or if from Beauty Paſſion ever ſprings, 
How ſhort its Reign, how ready are its 
Wings! + - 
Or if for Wit the wifi ing Flame 2 
| born, 
Soon” it * and grows our Reaſo's 7 
den 
"Tis artleſs Ti endermeſs, and W join 4 
Can only triumph o'er a noble Mind. 
With theſe Hillarius leads my Soul along, 
How ſoft the gentle Chain, an as O 
God, bow ſtron sg 4 
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Oh let me break once more from 
your divine Beauties to Sir William! 
but the Deſcent is ſo great, I can hardly 
bear it, and muſt recover Breath to 
proceed. 

One Day I was obliged to g0 to Town, 


which I very ſeldom did; but at my 


Return, early in the Evening, found 
Sir Filliam retired to Bed, and, his Ser- 
vant aſſured me, very ill. I haſted to 
his Bed - ſide, infinitely afflicted. He 
ſtarted up at my Voice, and embracing 
my Neck, he could not ſpeak for weep- 
ing. My Heart was moſt tenderly 
moved at his Tears; a thouſand times 
I intreated him to tell me the Occaſion 
of them. At laſt, with a deep Sigh, he 
told me he mult leave me; that his 
Relations had been with him that Day, 
with a Phyſician from London, who both 


affirme#that Air was fatal to him; that 


wrong Methods had been uſed with his 


Eyes; and they muſt have him near 


them in Town: But loſt in Grief, he 


cryed, I will loſe all Hopes of Sight or 


my Life, rather than part with you 2 
Day. My Soul is bound up in this 


Boſom. Here will I figh my laſt Mo- 


ments, unleſs 1 could contrive ſome way 
to 
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to be bleſs'd with Light and this toge- 
ther, of what Comfort would it be to ſee 
aWorld I ſhould deſpiſe without you. Oh 


S think for me, my ſweet Angel! think 


—— —— 
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for me ſoon | ſoften my Deſpair ! ſay 1 
ſhall not loſe you! No, ſays I, dear 
Sir William, you cannot loſe me; com- 

fort yourſelf; Love will inſpire us with 

ſome Method. His Tears ſtill flowed, 
and mine mingled with them. At laſt 
I left him to repoſe, or rather to think 
of preventing this Separation. He lent 
early to intreat me to his Chamber. His 
Looks ſeemed more - compoſed, and 
Hope ſhone on his Face. I have not 
| ſlept one Moment, ſays he, to-night, 
and ſhall ſleep no more, unleſs you bleſs 
my Propoſal. I will, with your Leave, 
take Lodgings in Town, where there 
ſhall be Room for you; or rather I will 
implore you to pleaſe yourſelf With an 
Apartment to be in it ſome Time, and 
only ſecure me one_near you. What 
can the World ſay of this ? How cah 
you or they help my defiring to be with 
you ? Who will wonder at it? or not 
with the ſame ? We already live in one 
Houſe. It will not be new to continue 
io, or at leaſt all the Fault will be laid 
| on 
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on me: And it is in our Powers to fi- 


_—_— 


lence them by joining for ever. 
I liked the firſt Scheme much better 


than the lat. I never entertained a 


Thought of marrying Sir William. I 


told him I wiſhed this could be managed 
with Prudence; and, to avoid Reproach, 
we reſolved to conſult ſome Friends of 


ours in it, whom the World calls wile. 
But I unhappily found thoſe who rather 


ſtudied my Pleaſure than my Intereſt. 


They gave me ſuch Reaſons for this as 
I could wiſh, and ſuch as tranſported 


Sir William. I therefore moved to Red- 


Lyon-Square, and in a few Days Sir Wil- 
l'am came thither. We lived for ſome 


Time agreeably enough, but the Scene 


quickly changed. When I imagined 


we” ſhould be moſt happy, he grew 


peeviſh, jealous, and. melancholy. 1 


had very little Company, but that little 


diſturbed him. Nor could 1 ever leave 
him without finding him ſick, or out of 
Humour, at my Return. He uſed to 


examine how l was dreſſed; every Patch 
or Ribbon grew a Sin. Whenever any 
Friends were with me, he bribed his 


Servants to enquire their Names, and 


to liſten. See my weeping Lover, adored 


Li Hari, 
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Hillarius, grown a Tyrant. The Pity 
and Tenderneſs I had far him made me 
endure this ſome Time; though I often 
reproached myſelf with this Submiſſion, 
and ſaw too plainly that Love had led 
me wrong; and I muſt ever confeſs this 
one of my greateſt Miſtakes. It was 


hard to retreat, but I only waited a 


happy Hour to break my Chain, which 


my Lover did not imagine. It coſt me 
ſome waking Nights; and — Tears, 
before I could reſolve. 


One Morning I went earlier than uſu- 
al to his Room, in order to leave it for 
ever. He begun in a very grave Man- 
ner to preach to me Retirement and 
Prudence, and told me his ſincere Paſ- 
lion was the Occaſion of · this Diſcourſe. 

I coldly thanked him, and aſſured him 


I would both pleaſe the World and my 


{c}f, by leaving him with all poſſible 


Haſte that I had already taken Lodg- 
ings in Bedford- Street, which I had done 


to convince him of my Prudence, that 


1 did not defire an entire Separation, 


and ſhould often wait on him, when 


could be of Service to him. Never was 
any wretched Mortal more ſurprized. 
* colour' d, tre mbled, and frown'd, 


and 
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and confeſs'd the Devil in every Action. 
T own I ſecretly triumphed at his An- 
guiſh; for his Tyranny and IIl- manners 
had murder'd Love; his Spight and 
Paſſion choaked his Words, and I left 
him in Silence. I heard afterwards he 
behaved like a Madman; and alarmed 
the whole Houſe. He found me out, 
and implored my Return, but in vain. 
He came himſelf, and intreated, but to 
little. Purpoſe, only ſometimes I paſſed 
a few Hours with him, but never more 
with any Happineſs. He appeared to 
repent, and to accuſe himſelf, but was 
too late. About this Time my long 
abſent Brother returned from Ireland, 
and my Coufin from Sea. And, to 
compleat my Happineſs and Cure, they 
lodged in the ſame Houſe. I did not 
find it hard to tranſplant my Tender- 
neſs from that ungrateful Soil. 115 

- Behold me once more nie and 
happy; but my dark * l ee 
over me. 

Sir William would often viſe me in 
meer Malice. He ſometimes found my 
Brother with me, for whom he now 
laid his Nets. He put on all poſſible 
Tenderneſs and Reſpect before him, and 
1-4. 5 to 
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to him. He preſented, he intreated, 
*till my Brother grew charmed with him, 
and wonder'd at my Indifference. I had 
not let him into our Quarrel, but only 
gently warn'd him of his Humour. But 
his Art was too ſtrong for me ; and my 
Brother believed him an Oracle. He 
was at firſt eternally praiſing me to him, 
and that way ſecured him: And when 
he had him faſt, he opened all his Griefs 
to him, complained of my Treatment, 
and implored my Brother's Intereſt to 
reconcile me; which he vainly attempt- 
ed. He laid before me the Charms of 
Title and Fortune with a Man that 
adored me: But I was deaf, tho' for 
my Eaſe | appeared to liſten. 
In the mean while Sir Villiam, als 
did not ſucceed -as. he wifh'd, renew'd 
his Complaints; and at laſtI grew more 
uneaſy with my Brother and him than 
had been before. I had not the Li- 
berty of ſeeing any Friend with Eaſe, 
for theſe Guardians were ever at my 

Elbow. I had no Comfort but in la- 
menting myſelf to my. Couſin, who 
grieved with me. When good Fortune 
once more returned to my Embraces, 
my Brother was — into Frelana, 
but, 
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but, ere he went, after embracing Sir 


len, whom de now: catied Broduer, il - 


he recommended me to his Care, de- 
fired him to adviſe me, and to inform 
him of my Conduct. Sir William was 
highly pleaſed, and now thought me 
more 1n his Power than ever, and again 
returned to his old Tyranny. From 
which I reſolved to break once more. 
My Couſin was again obliged to go to 
Sea. And now I had nothing to pleaſe 
me in Town. I reſolved therefore a 
Tour to Bath, with a Lady who was 
then going. I broke this Deſign to Sir 
William, who was diſtracted at it, vow- 
ed to inform my Brother, who had 
truſted me to his Care; but I took the 
Liberty to leave my Guardian for ever. 
Never was poor Priſoner more rejoiced 
who had broke his Chain ; on the other 
part, never was Jailer more enraged. 
He leaped into a Boat, and went to 
Fulham, burſting with Rage and Malice. 
There he ſaid — thing it could in- 
ſpire; but they knew his Malice too 
well,, and only laughed at it, which 
was a new Wound to his ill-natured 
Sou: 4-5 
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1 removed to the Lady's I was to go 
with to Bath, whoſe Company and Houſe 
were perfectly pleaſant. Our. Evenings 
were paſſed in the moſt agreeable Com- 
pahy. We had Wit and Muſick, and 
continual Entertainment. I now began 
to live, and recover my Repoſe. 
Spirits roſe, and I was — But even 
in theſe gay Moments I ſighed for a 
ſoft Captivity, and Life was inſipid. 
From hence, with a Heart entirely 
free, I began my Journey to Bath, a 
Place I had never ſeen. There I found 
a kind of | new World, but pleaſing 
enough to me for that Reaſon. I had 
ſome Relations there, who were the 
ſhining. People of the Place. Thefe 
made it their Pleaſure to introduce me 
to all Diverſions, and to the moſt polite: 
I found myſelf agreeable to them, and 
careſſed by the Fair and Witty. Our 
0 Lodgings were ever filled with theſe; 
on the Walks we were more crowded 
than the reſt; the Ladies loſt their Lo- 
| vers, and began to complain and envy ; 
but the Hours flew on. Here I became 
acquainted with Mr. Wicbherley, who had 
Wir withour Politeneſs, and a Levity 
mn for his Age. He was Very 8 
| ittle 
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little to my Taſte. I was much more 
to his, and would Love have conſented, 


1 might have been Wife to this Poet; 
but my Heart was averſe, 
There was a Gentleman, young, | and 
not unhandfome, who uſed to be eter- 
rally with us. He always danced with 
me, and conducted me to all publick 


Places. He ſent me ſuch Books as 


could beſt entertain me, with the Pre- 
ſents that were ufual in that Place. The 


People called him my. Lover; but 1 


had very little Tenderneſs for him. His 


Company was rather habitual than de- 


lightful. He was bleſs'd with an bver- 


flowing Fortune, which kept him in a 
happy Temper. He was ever gay and 


obliging, rather than tender. When 


an Accident happen d that obliged me 


to drop this Lover. We were invited 


by a Gentleman, who lived in the ſame 


Houſe, to a Bath Breakfaſt, which is 


generally given at parting. All my 
Friends were there, and every one had | 
ſomebody toaddreſs himſelf to. This Gen- 


tleman, as uſual, entertained me, but af- 


ter a different Manner. We were lean- 
ing out- of a Window when he haſtily 
E N a very fine Ring off his Finger, 


and 
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and placed it on mine. It is but juſt, 
ſays he, the fineſt Hand in the World 
ſhould be ſo adorned. L grew very: 
angry at this Liberty; and with a juſt 
Reſentment gave the Ring back, which 
in refuſing, dropt out of Window. This 


alarmed all the Company. They were 


run down in a Moment; and I, the 
moſt concerned, purſuing with all haſte, 
when, to my unutterable Surprize, I ſaw 
him lock the Door, and myſelf in his 
Arms. Never was I ſeized with ſuch 
Shame, Horror, and Anger. They all 
aſſiſted me, but in ſpight of my Reſiſt- 
ance he threw me on the Bed, and I him 
on the Floor, where he fell, curſing his 
Diſappointment, . Love, and his Stars. 
I roſe trembling, with Fear and Paſſi- 


on, whilſt this Monſter rolled upon the 


Floor. Riſe, ſays I, Villain, and ſee 
me no more. I then flew to the Door; 
he followed on his Knees, and implored 
my Pardon and Silence in this Affair. 
i ran down Stairs with my Hair and 
Dreſs diforder'd, where I found the 
Company had recovered the Ring, and 
had even forgot, in their Search, my 
Abſence, My Lover ſneaked out of 
Doors; and from that Moment uy 

Soul 
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Soul had an Averſion for him. | He 


uſed all the few Arts he was Maſter of 


to reconcile me by our Friends; but 1 


returned his Letters, and all his Pre- 

| ſents, and never after would ſuffer him 
to ſee me. This was the chief Adven- 
ture of that Place, of which. 1 Ho: * 


little weary, 
But after parting with this robuſt 


Lover, I found a ſofter, more to my 


Taſte. , Colonel K—# was then at Bath, 
and extreamly admired; he danced to 
Perfection, and was polite and well bred. 


yay 


Theſe were attended with a reſpectfu 
tender Paſſion, and though happy in 
his Perſon, Family- and Fortune, he 
did me the Honour to wiſh me his; 
but I was not yet fond of Marriage, 
nor wiſe enough to conſider I was then 
offered the moſt agreeable Man, and a 
Rank worthy. of my Care. Flow fool- 
iſh, how blind is Youth ! I cannot 
enough accuſe myſelf this Miſtake, I 
had a Crowd of other Lovers, not wor- 
thy my remembering, or your divine 
Thought; but I left them all, and re- 
tired to Town by the Way of Oxford. - 
How was my Soul entertained with 


that ſweet Place ! where Learning 1 in- 
8 | ſpires 
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ſpires the very Air. I faw all the noble 
Buildings. I was enamoured with the 
Walks, and wiſhed there to end my 
Life. Here my Paſſion for Reading 
awakened again, and I reſolved my future 
Life ſhould purſue it. The Civilities 
and Charms of that Place: made me 
leave it with Tears, and ſigh thus as 1 
parted from it. r 


Fair flow'ry Vale, oh dear Retreat, 
And Treaſury of all that's ſweet, 
Why is my hapleſs Youth refus'd 
To taſte thy Charms, with Toys amus'd ? 
Here let me figh in thy ſweet Shade, - 
Or be by thy cool River laid. 
Drive me not from thy deathleſs Store, 
Nor leave my Mind undone and poor. 
Adorn it with à laſting Name; 
For oh it ſwells and pants for Fame. 
Not all the Trifles of my Kind 
Can ſtop my ever-ſoaring Mind, 
For Immortality dęſign d. 
It will, it muſt, it ſhall be great, 
And riſe above the Medium of my Fate. 


The Beauties of Oxford ſtaid upon 
my Soul, and ſweetly played on my 


Memory, even after I came to Town; 


and 


natural, as to fly Fire and Water, and 


72 Secrel Memoirs, &c 


and I was favoured with Letters from 


the moſt obliging and ingenious there : 
Amongſt the reſt, Mr. Hally, a moſt 


worthy and agreeable Friend, who 
ſought and deſerved my F riendſhip. 


After I came from Bath, I lodged 
ſome Time in Ning. ſtreet by St. Fames's 
Square, where I had the Happineſs of a 


very gay Neighbour, Sir Harry B-— 5. 


He was a Lover, but very unrefin'd, 
which ſecur'd me from him. We only, 


or chiefly at leaſt, converſed like Py- 


ramus and Thijbe through a Wall, for 


I lay next Room to him. Never was 


amorous Knight more angry with his 
Stars than he with this poor Partition, 
which was defended with a Chain, which 


fat more uneaſily upon him than that of 


Marriage. He uſed to ſigh, to ſerenade, 


and to toaſt me, but in vain. Love 
would not enter amidſt Wine, and Noiſe, 
and Levity. It ſought a more ſacred | 


Palace. Alas! there requires little 


Virtue to refuſe the Half of Mankind. 


*Tis a Juſtice to ourſelves, *tis a Love 
tor ourſelves, makes us juſtly unkind 
to them: But I know not why this 
ſhould be called Virtue, which is but 


all 
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all the Enemies of Life. No, my ado- 


red Hillarius, this ought not to wear 
that divine Title. Oh need I ſay what 
Virtue is! 'tis to adore Hillarius, and 
him divinely as I do, without Reſerve 
or Intereſt ; to. ſacrifice the mean An- 
cenſe of -the Crowd to the heavenly 
Paſſion to live for him alone, to languiſh 
for him amidft the Praiſe and Adoration 
of the World: This is Virtue, to love 
the Virtuous, and truly Noble. I look 

down with Contempt on the mean Mor- 
tals who confine Virtue to the narrow 


Compaſs of the Body : Sure it is ſeated 


in the Soul, or rather your divine Breaſt 
is its Treaſury. I will not, with other 
dull Authors, afk Pardon for this Di- 
greſſion: No, my Angel, all Things 
elſe are Digreſſion. Tou are the dar- 

ling Subject of my Soul; and when it 
leaves you to ſpeak of any thing elſe, I 


offer it a Violence not to be expreſs' d. 


wil muſt J go back again to \ talk of 1 
elf! 


Thus the charn'd 75 ws bis 8 ght re- 
gales 


Awhile, with * Streams, and * ry 


Vates ; 
| E.  Trea- 
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IJrraſures the Profpe, a drvonring | 


Sight. 


To charm the IWa a and. entertain 4 
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pt 


But 1 return to tell my fivcet Charm: 
er. The Couſin he has heard me 
freak of ſometimes in this little Account} 
was again returned from Sea, more my 
Lover than ever. With his Tendernels 
he brought me to love Retirement 
Love made him jealous, and for hi 
Bas I reſigned the Park, the Play, and 
very idle Amuſement; 1 14 ſaw 
_ Bath Friends, and loſt the Reliſh of 
em. Such a Force has even the Sha- 
dow of Love over the Mind ; for I have 
ſince learned 1 was not truly in love: 
The Pleaſure of being Ons: mak 
me dream I loved. | 7 


Is that faint Tenderneſo I ef ſurvey © 


Jo Dawning of the fierce approaching Day! 3 


And from the Sighs Imagination drew, 


The Conſtitution of my Soul I knew. 


I waited only till your Beauties came, 


Then every Wiſh as as kindle into Flame. E 


1 was 


3 
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I was indeed happy enough in the 
ſoft Converſation” of my Couſin. We 
uſed to ſit and walk, and almoſt live to- 
gether, till our gentle Kindred grew jea- 
lous, and endeavoured to divide us; 
but that only could be compleated by 
the Winds and Waves. Ere he went 
away, he conjured me to leave my joyous 
Neighbour. His poor Heart trembled 
for me, amidſt Bars and Chains; but 
he was more ſecured by my Promiſe. 
He took a very tender Leave; and 1 
really believe he had a real Paſſion for 
me; and, as I ſaid, T had as much for 
him as he knew how to inſpir = 

| Behold me now, my lovely Maſter; 
dreaming of Rocks and Sands at Sea, 
and mourning for my abſent Lover; 
but I ſoon found there were Shelves and 
Quickſands on ſhore more to be really 
fed! 

I was ſeated in che wk agreeable 
Part of the Town, St: James Street, on 
the Terraſs, where I faw all the World; 
but, I conjure you to believe me, without 
being charmed with it. I often retired 
to figh in a back Dreſſing-Room, where 
| had a Harpſichord, I have played 
away whole Afternoons, without going 

E 2 down 
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down Stairs. The Gentlewoman of the 
Houſe was a little Coquet, and a kind 
of half uninform'd Beauty : She was 
ever dreſt out, and trying to catch the 
Eyes of the Spectators. She had as 
litrle Senſe as a Statue, and fo far like 
one, ſhe turned as ſhe was ſet by Flat- 
tery. There was always a civil Diſtance 
between us: I reſigned all her Fools to 
her; and was extreamly in her Favour: 
They were People of ſome Faſhion, and 
lived in a very handſome Manner. It 
was here the gay. Couſin | left at Bath 
introduced his Grace of B.— ſort firſt to 
me. | had, before I ſaw him, addreſſed 
a little Poem, on the Death of Mr. Ed- 
i mund Smith, to him, and he came to 
i thank me. From a Patron, he grew a 
i Lover, and as paſſionate a one as he 
could be. But | had no Notion of his 
4 Love or Title; he was too general, 
El - and ſought the Body more than the Soul. 
11 We could not agree in our Sentiments. 
; 1 found him a coarſe dull Lover. He 
deſired me to inſtruct him in "Platonick 
El Love; but he was a ſtrange Scholar, 
and I grew weary of him. This 1 have 
Reaſon to believe, he never aſcended to 
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me. We have had many laughing 
Hours together, but no tender ones: 
He had extream Good- nature, but knew 
only the Forms ot People; he was a 
Stranger as to the Minds; nor could 
he tell the Manner of Charming. If 
the Lady refuſed five Hundred Pounds 


| a Year, his Love was confounded, and 


all at a Loſs. This aroſe from his mean 
Education: His Grandmother's Maids 


were all the Goddeſſes he knew for ſome 


Tears; and they were ſo. far mortal as 
to receive all his Quarteridge. He had 
a very ſmall Allowance, and that laid 
out in this mean Manner; which led 
him to think wrong of Women. We 
uſed to wonder at one another; he at 
my Dullneſs to Intereſt, and I at his 
way of addreſſing. This kept us at a 
very happy Diſtance; though the World 
was ſo good to talk warmly of us, and 


to make his Grace much happier with 


me, than I could ; for I moſt-religiouſly. 


profeſs, we were innocently. gay toge- 
ther, and no more... 2 i310 

About this Time an iAdventare beſell 
me that gave me more a. Rr in 
itſelf as innocent. 
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do em as a Perſon of great Agility. As 
I looked round the Room, my Heart 
beyond 
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Some Friends of mine, whoſe Names 
I intreat you'll ſpare me for their Sakes, 


invited me to a private Ball, which 


the Gentleman, whom I thought my 
Friend, made himſelf: I was fond of 
this fooliſh Diverſion, and thought to 
excell in this Miſtake. Vanity led me 
thither with another Lady I was very . 
fond of. I found all Things very fine, 

beyond what I dream'd of, and the Com- 
pany very agreeable. I was preſented 


ſeemed to thooſe one Gentleman 
the reſt; he was tall and genteel, or 4 
ht him ſo; and his Face ſeemed | 
to aſſure me he thought as Kindly of me; 
After he had very reſpectfully, himſelf, 
prefented me with Wine and Sweets 


Meats, before any of the reſt, he in- 
treated to dance with me. I ſecretly 


rejoiced at his Choice, and gave him 
my Hand with ſome Pain and Pleaſure. 
We-entertained one another without 
much Regard to the reſt of the Com- 


pany; I fw, or hoped I ſaw, a peculiar 


Civility to me, for I found I know not 
what for him. Every thing he faid 


appeared engaging, and I began to > 
tne 


8 —— , we RUS hed iliiono _— 
* 


— * ken. —— r r c 4 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 76 
the Night would end too ſoon. How 
little, oh divine Hillarius, do we know 


what approaching Hours deſign us! 


Nothing could be more tenderly reſpect- 
ful than this Gentleman. The Lady 
who conducted me hither was fent for 
by her Huſband ſooner than the reſt 


were willing to go, for the Muſick and 
Entertainment were both very elegant. 


My Friend departed in haſte, but whiſ- 


pered me, a Servant and Light ſhould 
remain at her Back Window: and ſhe e 
left her Partner to ſee me ſafe. home.. 
I was too much pleaſed to ſuſpect this, 3 

and too innocent. I danced on as ſe. 


curely as if my Guardian Angel had 


led me along; but at laſt — | 


prepared: toi be gone; 1 looked round, 


but my Friend, who Was to conduct me, 
was ſlipped away with the Hours. 1 

grew a little 'concern'd at this; but the 
Perſon who had danced with me offer'd 


his Service very gravely. It was late, and 


I alone, and a Stranger to the reſt of the 
Lſaw it was the Cuſtom of the 


Company: 
Place to fee the Ladies home; I thera- 


fore gave my Hand to my Partner, We 
led me into a Hackney Coach, that 


waited, and which he told me my F riend 


24 hag 
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Friend had left on Purpoſe. I knew 


not why, but my Heart began to trem. 
ble as if ſome Danger was near it. 


I äghed to myſelf, and now wiſhed 


to be fate at home, though my Lover 
behaved as I could with. The Coach 


drove to the Back-Door, as directed; 


but how was I ſurprized! we called, we 
beat at the Door enough: to * the 


Dead, but no Light appear'd, nor Ser- 


vant; we ftay'd above an Hour to no 
Purpoſe. It was extream dark, late, 
cold, and rainy. I knew it; impoſſible 
to get Entrance into my Lodgings, for 
there I left word I ſhould lye in the 
The Gentleman ſeem'd concern'd as 


much as I, and acted his Part very well. 
He ſpread his Cloak over me, and we 


walked and ſtood at the cruel adaman- 
tine Door till I was-ſtary'd to Death. :At 
laſt Mr. S. implor'd me to mount the 
Coach, to defend us from the Weather. 
— The Wind blew, the Spouts pour'd, 


the Coachman . grumbled, the Horſes 


an'd, and I ſigh'd, Never were more 


dep lorable Objects. I purpos'd ſitting 


in — al the Windows open'd 3 
but the Coachman, an Actor in this 
tragic Farce, would not permit it on 
5 1 any 
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any Terms. My Soul was truly per- 
plex d, and ſick with Vexation, when 
my Lover ſurpriz'd me with a Con- 
feſſion. He fell on his Knees in the 
Coach, and implored my Pardon for 
what he was going to own. ?*Tis I, ſaid 
he, Madam, am chiefly guilty of all 
this Trouble, which your Innocence 
miſtakes tor Chance. It is Love and I 
have contrived all this. 1 heard him 
with Grief and Wonder; nor thought 
it yet poſſible there could be ſuch Art. 
See, ſays he, divine Creature, your 
Power over me. I confeſs myſelf: 
a Villain: I ſacrifice my Friends and 
your's to your Diſpleaſure; but ſince 
they have join'd to afflict you, I will 
hate them and myſelf. The Ball, the 
Deſign, the 'Coach were mine, and all 
in order to make you ſo. But I already 
repent; puniſh me as you pleaſe. But 
oh have Pity on your lovely ſelf, dearer 
to me than my Soul. Leave me to my 
Diſappointment, to ſtab. myſelf. But 
where will you wander to be infulted 
this bitter Night. Oh be tender of 
yourſelf, and truſt me once more, after 
this Penitence ! L have long adored you, 
and Love laid _— for me hit 
8 5 it 
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it coſts you too dearly. Receive my 
ſincere Penitence, and let my future 
Reſpect convince you, I love you above 
myſelf. My Lodgings are near; all 
Things are ſafe and ſilent there; not a 
Mortal can ſee you; my Lite ſhall de. 
fend you; nor any but this Heart 
now beating for you, know of this 
Bleſſing; and I moſt religiouſly ſwear 
to be commanded by you this Night 
and ever. Without giving me-leave to 
think or ſpeak, he ordered the Coach 
to drive to Pell-Mall. The Sadneſs of 
my Soul made it appear a Herſe to -me. 
J could not talk: for Grief. | We. arrived 
at the Door, where we ſaw à Light, 
which inſtantly retired, and the Doar 
was opened. Mr. S. took me in his Arms, 
nnd carried me in. We went up Stairs, 
where all things were very gay and fine, 


Lights and a Table ſpread with every 


thing polite. By the Order of ali this, 
and by every thing I ſaw, Mr. §.'s Con- 


feſſion was true, that I was betrayed by 


myFriends, and deſigned his Victim; but 


my Soul took other Reſolutions worthy 
of itſelf. Never was more melancholy 
Company: 
loft Things Thrown —_— on a_ Heart. 


than I, nor ever were ſo many 


After 
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After we had ſat almoſt filent, at leaſt 


on my Part, for ſome time, he began to 
implore me, for my own Sake, to take 


ſome Reſt. I told him I would try to 


repoſe a little in the great Chair, if he 


would pleaſe to leave me. I ſaw this 
was not the Reſt he meant, and, knee]- 


ing down by me, he tenderly intreated 
me to go to his Bed, which ſhould be 
facred to me, and preſented me the 


Key of his Chamber to lock myſelf in, 
while he only begg'd Leave to guard 


me in the — Room. I received 
the Key, and gre wia little eaſy, to think 
I ſhould be once more alone, and ſafe. 


I wiſhed him a good Night, and with- 
drew into the Bed-chamber, which 1 
locked, and went into , Bed, thinking 
myſelf very ſecure. My poor Spirits 


_ werealmoſt ſunk to Death, and oppreſ 


ſed with Fatigue and Grief. In a 1 
fell aſleep, which laſted not long. 1 
ſtarted, and found myſelf incloſed in 


the Arms of Mr. . How was 1 


amazed and terrified ! I burſt into Tears 


of Anger and Sorrow. I implored his 
Pity, and he mine; he wept, he antreat- 


ed, but in vain. We lay after this Man- 


ner; nor could I _ from his Hold. 


Never 
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Never were ſadder Hours paſt on both 
Sides. Never were ſuch different Com- 
plaints. I knew not how to get from 
this Precipice, but by a little Art, the 
firſt I had ever uſed. I promiſed him, 
if he would ſafely releaſe me, I would 
conſider the Merit of that, and be ſome 
time grateful. I conjured him to truſt 
to my Pity and Generoſity; which at 
laſt he did. I rofe, and huddled on my 
Things, ſtill trembling with Fear. —— 
After kiſſing my Hand, and weeping 
over it, he let me out of his Chamber, 
1 to which I found he had another Key. 
Hs le ſoftly opened the Street-Door, and 
I hurried out, and walked faintly along 
to my Lodgings, where they were juſt 
't up. I pretended I had been up dancing 
i all Night. — Pale, and cold, and ſick, 1 
_ threw "myſelf into. Bed, and ſlept a few 
Hours; when I roſe, I heard a Gentle- 
1. -man had waited below ſome time for 
my waking, who ſaid he had danced 
with me over Night, and came to in- 
| quire my Health. He was brought up 
| into the Dining-Room ; but how ſhall 
tell my Charmer the Confuſion J re- 
ceeived him with, or the fad Reflections 


that crowded. on me. Not Innocence 
and 3 itſelt 


Secret Memoirs, Ke. 85 
itſelf could defend me from Shame, 
when I reflected how lately I had broke 
from his Arms; nor was he leſs con- 
cerned, for I indeed believe he had a 
Paſſion for me; and *tis poſſible even 
his Diſappointment increaſed it. He 


| ſpoke little, but that after ſo tender a 


Manner, that my Fears begun to retire, 
and Smiles take Place. I endeavour'd 
to comfort him, and ſeem'd to value his 
Generoſity at a high Rate. Again I 
promis'd him to think of it, and ever . 
to eſteem him. When the Danger was 
over, I confeſs he appeared more agree- 
able to me; and ſtill, as I talked to him, 
my Liking returned. His Converſa- 
tion was very ſweet and plealing. For 
{ome Months he viſited me continually, 
and I found ſomething of a Tenderneſs 
tor him, but no violent Paſſion, ' which 
he uſed to deplore, and think himſelf 
very unhappy. In this Time he offer- 
ed me very fine Diamonds, and Preſents - 
of all Kinds, but I received none ; nor 
did I find my Youth fond or dazled with 
theſe Trifles. He was ever ſighing be- 
tore me. At laſt I believe he grew 
weary of loſing his Hopes and Hours, 
and reſolved to try his laſt Art. Mn 
there- 
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therefore offered, in as reſpectful a Man- 
ner as ſuch Diſcourſe —_ bear, his 
1 ortune, or any Part I would chooſe, for 
a Settlement, and aſſured me I ſhould 
| om. every thing in ſuch a Way that it 
ſhould ſet me-above Reproach; nor 
ſnhould my Character ſuffer as he could 
contrive it; and were he happy enough 
to have any Children of mine, they 
ſhould be his only Heirs; that he 
would enter into the firmeſt Obliga- 
tions not to marry, unleſs I would my 
ſelf accept of him for a Husband. He 
confeis'd the other more agreeable to 
him, and only as Love livd longer 
when unconfin'd; and that he would be 
mine eternally, and only mine. Whilſt 
he was talking in this Manner, my Soul 
felt a juſt Diſdain to hear its Body bar- 
gaining for; — but I conceaPd my An- 
! ger, and told him I would think for 
1 him. We parted that Evening, and for 
j ever, I left my Lodgings, and retired 
! again to Fulham I wrote him word 1 
v:as gone into Staffordſhire to a Rela- 
tion's, and would never fee him more. 
I know not how he received this Retreat, 
for I have only fince, and that within this 


Year or Iwo, ſeen him in Publick . 
55 e 
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He always turns pale and I ys 
avoid him. 

Pardon, my Heaven, this long Ac- 
count. I have been more particular in 
order to give you a true Draught of my 
Soul, which I think is not without ſome 
little Virtue, even what the World calls 
ſo; *tis poſſible indeed there was Pride 


and Nicenels in this Refuſal ; but rather 
it was Want of a violent Paſſion, ſuch as 


I now burn with for you. I cannot value 
myſelf too much upon it, for I fear it 


might be partly the Want of a p__ 


Addreſs in him. Be it what it will, 
parted, he to ſome kinder Miſtreſs, nd I I 
to my beloved Shades, where Love was 


not much my Care. I offered up but few . 


of my Sighs at his Altar, but treaſured 


them all tor you 


Accept,” my: all the Nan 


. nels of my Heart, cill now never truly 


charmed. 


Survey me again at hes, where [ 8 


had Amuſements enough, and more 


Lovers than J ſought after, but moſt of 


theſe of the lighteſt Kind, ſuch as could 
not make me happy. Sometimes Kops 


fell in my Way: Theſe are ſtrange In- 
lets, ſuch a 6 ; _ 4 > 


One 
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One of theſe, who had a good pretty 
Perſon, joined to a Pertneſs of Wit, 
addreſſed me; all his leiſure Hours were 
employed in writing Billets. I happen- 
ed at that time to be his reigning God- 
deſs; he powder'd for me, and really 
thought he ſigh'd for me, whilſt he had 
only a Paſſion for his dear ſelf. I have 
often obſerved him ſeated over againſt 
a large Glaſs, where he has ogled his 

own ſweet Perfon as he ſpoke to me. 

He was what the Dull call a happy Man 

amongſt the Ladies, a Wit, and a Beau. 

I never ſaw a more perfect Coquet than 

this Creature. He uſed to drop very 

tender Letters on purpoſe to ſhow me 

his Succeſs in other Places. No Come- 

dy ever repreſented a more accompliſh'd 

Figure. He was a Poet too, or rather 

a Thief that way, which I uſed con- 

N tinually to diſcover and laugh at. Often 
I; have 1 ſaid to myſelt, TITER 


| Empty 7. rifler, couldſt thou ſee 

[ ODugbit to give thee Hopes of me, 

' I ſhould then myſelf deſpiſe, 

And chide my dull ill-judging Hes. 

But their Looks are too fincere © 
To perfwade thee thou art dear. 


See 
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Ste my Heart is all unmov'd; * 

See thy Vows are. diſapprov d. 
Retire, poor Trifler, nor conſume 


Thy borrow'd Wit, and Beauty's Bloom. 


In fine, I grew.ſo weary of this 8 
ver, that I dropt him much to his Sur- 
prize, and my Eaſe. About this time 


had another juſt the Reverſe of this, a 


moſt whining doleful Mortal, who uſed 
to terrify me with Complaints. His 


Perſon was very diſengaging; nor could 
bring my Heart to endure him, upon 
which he -threaten'd to deſtroy himſelf 


very often; but at laſt he was ſo good 
to reſolve to live and to forget me, to my 


great Comfort; but I hear he complains 
of me to this ann. Eo 


| had at this. Paſſion, 


but for divine Sh@keſpear, who uſed to 


paſs whole Nights with me. I devoted 
myſelf to his Beauties, which I found 
improve upon me. Oh how tranſport- 
ing he is! Sure there is 1 Like- 
nels between yaw Souls. 


In every lovely 1 of bis J. fl 


4 . 19 emblance - my Charmer” 0 ' Mid, 


ww 
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1hat Godlike Glow which with inchantin 
Art, 

Pours all its Flames into the Readers Heart, 

Bless me with that ſweet Power, and Il 

forego 

All but thy Love, the only Foy "EY 

Ob much too charming, on mayſt wel 

- 317 uſes: -i- 

Half — ſweet Art, when my 2.5 ips pre 

e 

* ' There breathe thy Soul, its Hermony infuſt 
m owe immortal Beauty to my ae By. - 


I was fo inchanted with chis old, yet | 
[for ever new Lover, that I uſed to car- 
ry him all Day in my Arms, and at 
Night he was my Entertainment. He 
irn my Dreams, and firſt made me 

after Immortality. I ſeldom left 
the dear Garden, where I was extream- 
ly happy. If J parted from it, it was 
only to a favourite Neighbour, who was 
-one of the moſt agreeable Women 1 
ever found; her Humour was gay, her 
Taſte polite, her Wit entertaining, an 
her Friendſhip moſt deſirable. She 


help'd to render my Solitude very . 
charming. Never did I taſte the Beauty 
of Friendſhip ſo much as in this enga- 


ging 
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ging Perſon. She underſtood the World, 


| herſelf, and me, moſt perfectly, every 
Thought of my Soul. She had a very 


ſweet Voice, and remembered all the 


moſt modiſh Songs in King Charles's 
Time, with the Beauties of that Age, 

their Virtues and their Failings. In 
comparing them with ours, I could only 
find they were more gayly faulty than 


at preſent. Love, or what they * 


bo, was the Faſhion of thoſe Days. 
Whilſt I am bleſs'd; my wha Los 
yer, with your divine Regard, :4-iſigh 


not after their Wits or Beauties; ras 
ther I rejoice they are dead, who would, 


have been ſuch e Rivals to me. 


I Cleveland hod org wy dere 
She wou'd: have left her Monarch's drm, 
And chilly Churchilb's Forms declin/!d 
For the bright Sun-ſbine of thy Mind. 

Or had the lovelier Mazarine 

My brighter King of Beauty ſeen, 
Variety ſhe had not known —— © _. 


But ſigb'd for thee the Soul of Love 4 . ; 


She won'd have loſt her looſe Defrres, 
And burn'd for thee * more . 


ire. 
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Pardon my interrupting Fondneſs, 
ſweet Charmer of my Heart; ttis ever 
with Pain I leave you to ſpeak of my 
ſelf; *tis a kind of Death you force n me 
ro fuer. 

As 1 have ſaid, my Thoughts were 
wholly  charm'd with Reading and 
Friendſhip, when an Adventure broke 
in a little on their Harmony. 

We had at Fulbam a young Lady of 
a very handſome Fortune, joined to a 
Perſon very pretty and engaging: ſhe 
did not want Senſe, nor any Charm, in 
my Eyes. A young Gentleman of a 
good Eſtate had ſeen her in the. Country 
where he lived, and purſu'd - her to 
Town, extreamly in Love. He ad- 
dreſs'd her with very good Succeſs. 
Amongſt the reſt of her Acquaintance, 
I was invited to fee this Lover, and 
give my little Judgment of him. He 
was low, but gay and witty z well-ſha- 
ped, and indeed perfectly pleaſing, with- 
out being intirely fine. I ſpoke of him 
in ſuch a Manner to his Miſtreſs, that 
from liking, ſhe grew, I fear, to love 
him; when, by the Caprice of our Stars, 
he liked me, I know not why; for J 


religiouſly affirm, I had then no kind of 
Tender- 
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Tenderneſs for him, no Deſign to en- 
gage him. But from the Moment he 
ſaw me he grew cold to his firſt Pur- 
ſuit, and too often declared his Heart 


was intirely devoted to me, without 
conſidering he loſt both a Fortune and 


2 Beauty. I proteſt I had no Joy in 
this Change, rather I beheld it with 
Pain. I had neither Inclinations nor 
Ingratitude enough to uſe this to my 


Advantage. I moſt generouſly try'd to 


reconcile: theſe Lovers. I knew Envy 
would be . buſy at our Expence. He 


would be eternally with me. His Father 


prefled him to marry, but i in vain; nor 
was he more ſucceſsful with me. I own 
he was very agreeable to me, but I re- 
ſolved to conquer that. Wounded with 
his Diſappointment, he retired very me- 
lancholy into the Country, without 


taking Leave of the Lady he once lov'd.- 


O how capricious is ill-grounded Paſ- 


ons! How few Moments do they live! 


In ſome few Months, to forget me, he 
marry'd a Fortune, but a very terrible 


one, as deformed as the other was love- 


ly. He laid this Misfortune at my 


Door. He i is ſince dead, and was never 


happy. 


After 
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Aſter his Retirement into the Conn. 
try, I had the ill Fortune of ſtealing 
another Lover of a different Kind. This 
was a Son of Eden, a Gardener, but the 
moſt polite I ever ſaw ; he had not only 
read his Mother Earth, but the admir'd 
Shakeſpear, and with ſome Succeſs, He 
ſpoke of his Beauties not u gracefully. 
His Perſon was tall and handfome ; his 
Prefs very modiſh, and I affure you 1 
have — worſe Fi igures in the Side-Box, 
He was very rich, and offer'd a Join- 
ture wou'd have excus'd my Deſcent, 
had Inclinations Pieas d, "or tity” were 
prom and mice. 

He had agreed with" Mr. © 2 10 1 
one of his Daughters, and the "Match 
was more than half made, when I un- 
happily, and undeſignedly, interpoſed. 
In firie, I refuſed this Adam, who re- 
tired to his Paradiſe without a Wife, 
and left me to my beloved Garden 
I thank Heaven, without a Husband, 
Oh why did I ever part with lovely Li- 
berty, but to you ! why did I not trea⸗ 
fure it up to offer at your divine Feet! 
How ſweet is the Bondage I now am 
bleſs'd with ! Oh I will bear ws dear 
Chains to my Grave. 3 

7 by 


5 ecrer Mews: 17, Sec. 9 
Thy heavenly Laws are ſweeter to theMind, | 
T, 2 all the Raster- of the — | 


Never was Mortal hier, or more 

diſengag'd than I in theſe Hours. I was 
2 by my Friends, and favoured by 
the Muſes, fortunate in my Acquaint- 
| ance, which were but few. Envy and 
Malice were not intirely ſilent; but they 


could not alarm my Innocence. The 


Duke of B — # often viſited me, but b 


without Succeſs. I proteſt to your 


divine Friendſhip, and to the God who 
has bleſs'd me with it, I cannot impute 


this to any thing but the little Regard: 


Thad do the Trill of Fortucn-whichihe 


offered me in vain. I had no tender 


Thoughts for him. See me, adorable 
Hillarius, courted to ſhine in the World ; 


but Love was not yet waked in my Bo- 
ſom, nor could any thing charm him from 
his Slumber, but your inchanting Soft- 
neſs, and everlaſting Beauties. 


My Couſin, whom I've not lately 
ſpoke of, now returned once more from 
Sea, I had ſtill ſome Tenderneſs for 


him, but no ardent Paſſion; continual 


parting had almoſt murder'd Love, de- 


facing s thoſe tender Impreſſions I once 
dreamed 


_— CC 
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dreamed weuld laſt for ever; but I o 
he wanted many fine Quatities to inſpire 
and preſerve Love. He had a brutal Jea- 
louſy, which offended the Delicacy of 
my Soul. He would often, for ſlight 
Appearances, break out into violent 
and mean Reſolves; which at laſt diſ- 
guſted me; for Tenderneſs and fine 
Manners is the Food of Love. Permit 
me to give you an Inſtance or two oo 
this Humour. 
In the ſame Ship with him was 2 
young giddy Rake, one of thoſe who 
are ever dully donne of Ft avours they 
never received. 

My Couſin, whoſe Soul was 5 fohd of : 
me, one Night was drinking my Health 
to this Fool, and ſo imprudent to name 
me; the other ſmiled, and aſſured him, 
he was not the only happy Man in my 
Favour. He hinted himſelf, and de- 
ſeribed me, as my Couſin, blind with 
Jealouſy, thought, perfeftly. 

Never was Man more miſerable chan 
this miſtaken Mortal; he haſted trem- 
bling to Shore, and rode Poſt all Night, 
and was at Fulbam by Break of Day. 
He flew to my Bed-ſide, pale as Death, 
the wy Picture of miſtaken Rage. _— 

cou 
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could hardly ſpeak —— Here, Madam, 
ſays he, receive your Letters, no longer 
dear to me; and here is your Picture, 
half defaced with my Tears. I have 
armed myſelf with Reſolution to take 
leave for ever, well convinc'd I have 
been betray'd. = . 
I was amaz'd and griev'd, loſt in 
thinking what could be the Meaning of 
all this. When he grew a little calmer 
I inquired the Reaſon, which he told 
me with great Aſſurance. I was for ſome 
time too angry to undeceive him, but 
at laſt I convinced him his Friend was 
baſe, and he deceived ; that it muſt 
be ſome other who had aſſumed my 
Name, and at his Friend's coming to 
Town deſired this might be explained. 
He ſeemed to believe, and ſhew'd all 
poſſible Signs of Repentance. He found 
what I had aſſur'd him true. 

This Boaſter carry'd him to ſee this 
Perſon, who had done me the Favour 
to wear my Name. See, my Angel, 
how liable Love is to Miſtakes! how 
often he falls into them ! Oh my Heart 
knows too much of theſe ſoft, yet fatal 
Errors. I was then a Stranger to them, 
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and perhaps had not Pity enough for 


| them, 


Till on the fatal the my Paſſion drow 
O God, what killing Fears attend on Love, 


II bal Agonies of 2˙ ** no Pen can 


paint; 


05h thine are Pangs, too ſharp for all 


Complaint, 


ben the poor trembling F Heart to Grief 


reſign'd, 
In Silence mourns, and can no Language 


And: 


Fer worſe than Death theſe bitter Nhe. 


ments prove, 
Extended on the Back of doubt, ful Love. 


Then all the Wounds his Arres rf Pave 


made, 


Bleed oer again again are open laid, 


AFkile pale Deſpair, and ever-irembie 


Fear, 


Pour Death into the Soul, and ſtabs tbe 


Zar. 


The cold and detey Limbs confeſs the Pain, 
_ the Mind bleeds thro? every breath: 


Vein. 
2 bis is a Shipwreck my Poor Eaſe be 
KNOWN, 


And Jean draw its To er ments from my Pw 
1 here 


1 
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There was no curing this unhappy 


Relation of mine of this Diſeaſe ; he 
was eternally relapſing, which broke in 
upon the Harmony of our Loves. 


I had moſt tenderly recommended my 


Couſin and his Interett to the Duke of 


B [t, in whoſe Power it was then 


to ſerve him; he had promiſed to uſe 
his Endeavours for him, and deſired to 
ſee him and to ſerve him. Too well I 


knew the Pride and Jealouſy of this 


| Perſon, to imagine he would wait on 


the Duke, whom he regarded as a 


Rival. 
But I contrived, for his Service partly, 


a Relation of ours ſhould invite us to 
Supper, who was intimate with the 


Duke, and firſt introduced him to me. 
J perſwaded my Couſin to guard me 


thither, he was unwilling to go, but more 
to let me go without him. 


In fine, we went, and found every 


Thing fine and entertaining. But how 


was my pdor Lover diſordered, when the 
Duke of B—fort took me out to dance. 


| wiſh'd to have avoided giving him 


this Pain, but it could not be. 1 choſe 


hun- a fine young Lady to dance with, 
and told him fottly that ] felt his Unea- 
F 2 ſineſs, 
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Aneſs, and would contrive to drop the 
Duke, if he would be eaſy ; but that 


was impoſlible, I ſaw his Heart burfling 
with Grief, he neither minded his Part- 


ner, the Dances, nor the Company, his 


Soul was ſo out of Tune; the Duke 
very civilly addreſs'd himſelf to him 
but in vain. 


All the Company remark'd his ſtrange 
Behaviour, which 1 endeavoured to ex- 


cuſe. I pretended IIlneſs for his Sake, 
and danc'd no more with the Duke that 
Night, which occaſioned our breaking 


up ſooner than was intended. 
Some other of -our Dancers were to 


go our Way, which was a new Torment 
to my pour Coulin ; he long'd to com- 
Plain, and thought he had a long Charge 
againſt me. He could not ſpeak in the 


Coach, but was obliged to wait on the 


Ladies Home ; but as we went Home 


IJ put. my Hand to his Face which 1 


found all in Tears; he preſs'd it be- 
tween Grief, Anger, and Love, Pity 
kept me waking that Night, as Sorrow 


did my Couſin. 


The firſt Perfon I ſaw, was this me- 


lancholy wretched Lover kneeling by 


3 AA 1 8 * 
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my Bedſide. He told me, he had paſs'd 
the Night in Tears, that Love had made 


| him the moſt diſtracted of all Men; 


he implored me to forgive him, and to 
leave London, that he might recover 
himſelf. I never indeed ſaw a more de- 
plorable Object, his Face was too ſad a 
Witneſs of his Griefs. I forbore to 
wound him more,. and haſted with him 
to Fulham, where a few Days compoſed 
his Soul ; and mine, full of Pity, again 
torgave him. 3 
Oh my Angel! what a Difference 
there is in Jealouſy ! how reſpectful and 
tender is yours! while you complain you 
grow. more charming, and the Soul re- 
ceives you with redoubled Ardour. 
His was a coarſe Uneaſineſs, and 
Love was aſham'd and troubled at this 
Diſturber of his Repoſe, the dull Waſter 
of his tender Hours, who threw his 
Sweets regardleſs by him, and only 


lived upon the Bitter. 


0h to thy heavy Kind imparr 
Thy ſoft Complaints, thy beav' ny Art. 


TS Thy 
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Thy gentle Murmurs, thy faeet Tone,' 1 
Thy ſpeaking Sighs, when Love mattes ( 
Known . 
His Agonies with an expreſies Groan. 
then the fond Eyes with kind Reproaches 
A. o0W, . © 
[Ard all the Soul is delug d or with 
: ö 
It pen the cold trembling Hand, with every. 
Press, 
Speaks the poor breaking _— ond by | 
Reareſs. 


He was unblett with this kind of 
Eloquence. At laſt his Fellow Waves re- 
demanded my elemental Lover. I re- 
ſign'd him rather with the decent Grief 
of a Relation, than 'of a tender Mi- 
ſtreſs.-- 

J was once more left to m my bei 25 
berty, and ſometimes paſs'd ſome Hours 
at Kenſington, with a Friend of mine, 
who had Life and Spirit enough. We 
amus'd the Moments gaily, but inno- 
cently ; ſome of them we paſs d in Town 
at the Park or Play. | 

She carry'd me to a Friend of her 8, 


who was a Painter, and perſwaded my 


Vanity 
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Vanity into ſitting for my Picture, a 
Folly I had never before committed; 
for ſince my Hours of Childhood, I 
never dreamt I was handſome or more 
than tolerable. Iimagin'd my Eyes were 

only meant to read with, and the reſt 
of my Features for their proper Offices. 
Flattery had made but few Impreſſions 
on me yet—nor was I aware of its 

Dangers. 8 
The Painter and his Wife, who in- 
deed were both well-bred agreeable 
People, and underſtood the World very 
well, receiv'd me rather like an 
Angel than a Mortal; they diſtin- 
guiſhed me from all their Friends, and 
courted me in ſuch a manner, that I 
cou'd not help being pleaſingly ſurpriz*d; 
little did 1 dream it was Intereſt, and 
not me, they addreſs'd. I reſolved fin- 
cerely to ſerye them; I recommended 
them to all I knew, and would let no 
Day paſs without ſome Inftance of my 
Friendſhip ; my Heart lay open to their 
Survey. Never was a more ſincere and 
paſſionate Friend than I was to theſe 
People. Amidſt their Careſſes I often. 
ſtole down to Fulham, to be ſweetly loſt 
Le F 4 in 


0 
8 — OP ne an 12 232 
1 r — o . = 2 . om”; * e 
: "yp =y "4 
Y , 5 * 
— Ae — 
. 


BE e ee e eee e ae ee ee, eee e eee 


2 * 
az] ð „% «6 „„ 
va 5. 
: a 


— 93 
W — — 
bn RAC Beer — ene es 


- * 
—— — —— — 
1 — — 


2 
— 


4 ˖˙ * —— 
—— — 42 
— a> —— 


N IRS. 


( ie; 3 4 
Lo | ts = 


————— 
* 


pe; 
if 
[Ki 
- BL 
| 
bl : 
Fl 
1 
1 
iz 
f > 


104 Secret Memoirs, &c. 

in that Garden ; but every Time I went 
I ſaw Mr. C-—— and his Wife in 
Tears, as it unable to ſupport my Ab- 
ſence. How was I obliged and deceived! 
often in Pity to their Intreaties, I ſtay'd 
in Town longer than I wiſh'd. E: 

In their Houſe were ſome Ladies en- 
tertaining enough.—One was an old 
Beauty, who had yet fine Remains, and 
Wit and Art enough to ſupply the Loſs 
Bloom ; ſhe had a Daughter with her, 


a fine and very lovely Woman, who then 
mourned a faithleſs Lover. I found 


Pride and Anger had a greater Share 
than Tenderneſs.—She had been once 
the favourite Miſtreſs of C——#& the 
Chamberlain; the Atalantis gives a full 
Account of this Pair, their extravagant 
Paſſion, and ſudden Diſagreement. She 


ſigh'd indeed inceſſantly, but I more 
than fear, it was for a gilded Chariot, 


and all the fine Things ſhe had loſt in 
her Lover; yet, methought, I pity'd 
her reſtleſs Nights and melancholy 
Days, and gave her all the little Com- 
fort I cou'd ; now ſhe no longer wants 
it, and has found in a new Lover all 


ſhe mourn'd in the old. WE: 
Her 
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Her Mother, who had out- lived the 
tender Part of Love, was very enter- 
taining; ſhe wou'd ſometimes, wittily 
enough, ridicule its Torments. Amongſt 
this Company I paſs'd many agreeable 
Evenings; and about this Time it hap- 
pened, I was obliged to make ſome Stay 
in Town, in order to compleat an Af- 
fair of my Brother's : I was to lay down 

ſome Money for him, which I had of- 
tered. | | 

This was an unlucky Stay for me. 
One Morning I ſaw Mrs. C—y by my 
Bedſide in Tears, which. of all Things 
move me moſt. For God's Sake, ſays 
I, my Friend, what is the Matter, 
and why de. you afflict me? if there is 
any thing in. my Power, freely com- 
mand me; I live but to ſerve my 
Friends. She very handſomely thank'd 
me, and told me, that Morning ſome 
Demands were made on her Huſband, 
for Debts of hers in her former Huſ- 
band's Time contracted ;. that ſhe fear- 
ed he muſt be ruined for them ;. unleſs 
{ome Friend would lay down the Money. 

I am glad, ſays I, Madam, this. is 
all; pray accept theſe Lottery-Tickets, 

F 5 Which 
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which I have happily by me for your 
Service; they will ſell for two hundred 
Pounds; and I ſhall rejoice if this, or 
all I can command, will make you aß 
I gave her the Tickets out of my Pock- 
et, which ſhe received with Tranſport, 
after a thouſand Flatteries. The Joy 
I had in ſerving theſe People is not 
to be expreſſed fo eaſily, as felt by your 
moſt generous Mind; they were leſs 
nobly pleaſed, and I wy them not their 
mean Joy. 
I never thought of raking any Secu- 
rity, nor of demanding a Payment till 
wanted the Money again, which is to 
this Moment unpaid. Nothing but 
Joy and Civility was ſeen in this Family; 
till Love flew over it with his Wing, 
and ſhadow'd this Scene. 
- The Painter was a Man of Wit and 
Addreſs, and had Art enough to en- 
gage a Subſtance as well as expreſs a 
Shadow. As I was one. Day ſitting for 
my Picture, how was I ſurprized to ſee 
the Artiſt at my Feet imploring my 
Pity. I was dumb with Wonder at this 


"PI and could * bid him'riſe; 
but 
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but he continued to kneel, and talked 
of Love with the Air of DiſtraCtion. 

1 roſe from my Seat, and left him 
purſuing me on his . Knees, when his 

ife entered the Room; ' ſhe ſeemed © 
ſurprized, but I have too much Reaſon 
to fear this Plot was laid:between them, 
from their future Baſeneſs. 

He roſe in ſome Diſorder, and I left 
the Room, to let them adjuſt this Affair. 
I would not leave the Hoaſe rudely, 
but after Dinner pretended I was obliged 
to go into the Country on Buſineſs, 2 
would ſometime ſoon return. .The(zentle- 
man implored my Pardon, and the Wife 
herſelf ſeemed to intreat for him, and 
laid this Misfortune on my Charms as 
they called them. In fine, I left this 
Family, and never after would lie in 
their Houſe, though I continued to 
ſerve them. In ſome Months they took 
above five hundred Pounds of my 
Friends, but .yet could they never for- 
give my Coolneſs. 5 

See, my Adorable ! what Dangers 
waited on my Innocence. From that 
Time they were hardly my Friends, 
vex'd with their Diſappointment z but 


- 
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as I had done wondering at the F alſe- 
hood of theſe Peeple, another Misfor- 
tune threatened me. | 

A Relation of mine, a Man of For- 
tune and Diſtinction in Ireland, came 
to England; his firſt Viſit was to me. 
He was old, but perfectly well-bred, 
good natur d, and polite, and what the 
World called a fine Gentleman. The 
near Relation he had to my Family, 
where he us'd to be always, when in 
Town, made me look on him like a 
kind of Parent, and he treated me al- 
ways like his Child. My dear Brother 
had received a thouſand Favours from 
him in Ireland, where he was one of the 
Lords juſtices. He had been a good 
ſucceſsful Courtier in the Reigns of 
King Charles and King James, and had 
married a Daughter of Chancellor Hide's, 
which rais'd him more Ways than one. 
His Lady had her Gallantries, which 
ended in parting. 
I give you, my darling Love, a little 
Sketch of this Lover, for ſo he ſoon 
became. 

He was ſo kind to concern himſelf in 
my paying the Money for my * 
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and ſeeing it laid out to his Advantage. 


thought myſelf happy in ſuch aFriend; 
] was often at his Houſe, his Coach and 
Servants were ever ready to attend me; 
he was ſo well received in all Places, 
that his Relations made no ill Figure. 
One Day I was returning my Thanks 


with all the Gratitude I cou'd, when I 
obſerved he changed Colour, and after 


a deep Sigh, ſaid, Wou'd to Heaven, 
my moſt lovely and dear Child, you had 


Reaſon to thank me!—Wov'd 1 were 


only a Friend, but I am—oh ! forgive 
me, I am a Lover, a deſigning artſul 
one, purſuing your Youth, and endea- 
vouring to ſteal the ſweet Innocence I 
ſhould defend; but oh!] you mult pity, 
or I muſt die. Not all the Experience of 
my Life, not all the Falſhoods of Women, 
not my Wife, not'my Age, can ſecure 
me againſt you. I am undone unleſs'T 
can be yours. I reproach myſelf, but to 
what Purpoſe ? While I look on you, 
all the Flames of my Youth burſt out 
anew, and IT periſh. Your Softneſs, 
your Good-nature, your Modeſty, your 
Perſon, muſt, if poſſible, be mine. A- 
m_ | | milſt 


- 
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as I had done wondering at the Falſe- 
hood of theſe People, another Misfor- 
tune threatened me. | 
A Relation of mine, a Man of For- 
tune and Diſtinction in Freland, came 
to England; his firſt Viſit was to me. 
He was old, but perfectly well-bred, 
good natur'd, and polite, and what the 
World called a fine Gentleman. The 
near Relation he had to my Family, 
where he us'd to be always, when in 
Town, made me look on him like a 
kind of Parent, and he treated me al- 
ways like his Child. My dear Brother 
had received a thouſand Favours from 
him in Ireland, where he was one of the 
Lords Juſtices. He had been a good 
ſucceſsful Courtier in the Reigns of 


| King Charles and King James, and had 


married a Daughter of Chancellor Hide's, 
which rais'd him more Ways than one. 
His Lady had her Gallantries, which 
ended in parting. 

I give you, my darling Love, a little 


Sketch of this Lover, for ſo he ſoon 


became. 
He was fo kind to concern himſelf in 


By Paying the * _ 85 ang 5 
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and ſeeing it laid out to his Advantage. 
I thought myſelf happy in ſuch aFriend; 
J was often at his Houſe, his Coach and 
Servants were ever ready to attend me z 
he was ſo well received in all Places, 
that his Relations made no ill Figure. 
One Day I was returning my Thanks 
with all the Gratitude I cou'd, when 1 
obſerved he changed Colour, and after 
a deep Sigh, ſaid, Wou'd to Heaven, 

my moſt lovely and dear Child, you had 
Reaſon to thank me !—Wou'd 1 were 
only a Friend, but I am—oh ! forgive 
me, I am a Lover, a deſigning artſul 
one, purſuing your Youth, and endea- 
vouring to ſteal the ſweet Innocence I 
ſhould defend ; but. oh ! you mult pity, 
or I muſt die. Not all the Experience of 
my Life, not all the Falſhoods of Women, 
not my Wife, not my Age, can ſecure. 
me againſt you. I am undone unleſs 1 
can be yours. I reproach myſelf, but to 
what Purpoſe ? While I look on you, 
All the Flames of my Youth burſt out 
anew, and I periſh. Your Softneſs, 
your Good-nature, your Modeſty, your 


whe muſt, if poſſible, be mine. A- 
| miſt 
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midſt theſe Words he embraced me ſo 
ardently, that my Youth could hardly 


break from his Arms. I was aſtoniſh'd 


and griev'd at this Diſcovery, havin 
ever imputed this Relation's Tendernef 
for me to Good-nature and Friendſhip, 
After ſome Moments Silence, What, 
ſays I, dear Sir, have I done, to deſerve 
the Grief you now give me? If I am 
ſo unhappy to pleaſe you, puniſh—pu- 
niſh me by ſeeing me no more; fly 


from this unlucky. Perſon, and forget 


her. But Love was deaf as well as 
blind. Whilſt I was ſpeaking, he was 
laying a thouſand tender Schemes. Oh 
ſuffer me, ſays he, my dear Angel, to 
carry you into Ireland, where it will be 
in my Power to make you as fortunate 
as you can make me bleft. You may 
live with my Siſter, or if with me, who 
can accuſe us? My Age, my . Beha- 


viour, and our near Relation, will defend 
us from Cenſure. You are alone in the 


World, and may poſſibly be one Day 


- tempted to bleſs one who adores you 
leſs. I was ſo much perplex'd that. I 
left him, and retir'd into another Room, 


where [ ſhed a thouſand Tears for this 
Conqueſt, | 
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Conqueſt, and refolved to hide myſelf 
from a Lover. 

I retired to Fulham elite taking - 
Leave, whilſt Mr. R. was looking over 
the whole Town for me. He ſought 
amongſt all my Friends for me. At 
laſt, almoſt diſtracted, he came down 

to Fulham, where he found his Fugitive. 
I could not perſwade him to return to 
London, though he had continual Inte- 

_ reſt at Court to purſue. Nor would I 
ſuffer him to be in the ſame Houſe with 
me. He took a Lodging as. near as 
poſſible, in a little Cottage. How re- 
ſolute, how humble is Love ! It would 
have been a kind of Farce for his Bro- 
ther Juſtice to have ſeen him ſighing in 

bare Walls, who had been indulged in 

all the Pleaſures and Grandeurs of a 
Court, and happy in its chief Beauties. 
He has often proteſted to me, he was 
better pleaſed to wander in our artleſs 
Garden with me, than with all the paſt 

Scenes of his Life. But J often forſook 
him here, for his Love grew tireſome to 
me; and he was ſoon recalled into Ve- 
land. Never did 1 fee a Heart more 
afflicted than his at leaving me. The 

hurry of ns and the Pains of hope 


es 
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leſs Love, finiſh'd his Days in Freland, 
from whence he often writ to me a 
thouſand tender Invitations, but I till 
refus'd them. He had a polite gentle 
way of Writing, which I have rarely 
met with, but had in his Youth been 
too much abandon'd to Women of lit: 
tle Senſe and Virtue, his Mind had elſe 
been more adorn'd. He was a faithful 
Friend, a paſſionate Lover, and the beſt 
Relation I ever ſaw. I own I lamented. 


his Death, and wrote ſomething on = - 
uke this: 


Ob where are now thy amorous Fires, © 


Aud all thy Train of ſoft Dejires ? 


T hy tender Schemes forgotten ret, 
7 by ſilent Heart ſleeps in thy Brea. 
it ſprings no more to bear my Voice, 


Nor can it ſorrow, or Yejoice. 


Ty Arms no more will fold my Waiſt, f] 


Nor tremble to be cloſe embrac d. 


Happy art thou, Death overpaſt, 


Which rolls upon my Youth ſo faſt. 


Ev'n whilſt I write my Sands decline, 
They fall, and ſoon will mix with thine, © 
A few ſbort Years and I fhall be OY. 
Cold as 8 Tomb, and all unmov d 45 thee. 


— * 
A 5 1. 
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After the Exile of this Gentleman, I. 


reſted ſome time from Lovers. I was, 
fond of this Repoſe, too ſweet and ſoft. | 


to laſt. 


land was ſettled in Spain, ſent me his 
Picture by a particular Friend of his, 
of whom he wrote me the beſt Character 
in the World. They had been Fellow- 
Priſoners together, which had created 
an uncommon Dearneſs between them. 
This Gentleman brought me the 
Picture, and I received him as one lo- 
ved by my darling Brother; but I was 
at that time ſo intirely given up to Read- 
ing, that I little obſerved his Perſon, 
on which I had no Manner of Deſign ; 
but his Saul, it ſeems, was fill'd with 
ſofter Sentiments, and felt for me ſuch. 
Tenderneſs that it could neither expreſs. 
nor hide. 

When he firſt did me the Favour of a 
Viſit, he found me in the Garden be- 
neath the great Tree, which my Charmer 
has honoured with his Regard. My Dreſs 
was plain and rural as lle; fo for then 
J had no Thought of pleaſing, nor a 
Wiſh to be much beloved; yet has he 

Faun to me that this Careleſneſs 


undid 


My beloved Brother, who, from Ire. 
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a good Humour that had ſome Charms. 
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undid Mm more than all Art could have 


done, which J was far from dreaming 


of then. We took a Survey of our Gar- 
den, which he very civilly prais d. I dic 
not remark any Diſorders in him till 
ſome time after this. I wou'd fain pre- 
ſent him, my Angel, to your View; 
but Time has borne the Image of him 
from my Mind, that it's poſſible I ſhould 
not do i i Juftice. 

He was tall, hut not of the divine 
Height ſo lovely in you; his Limbs 
were robuſt, and wanted the DG 
of your's, bur manly and proper 
Mars, to whom wiey/i had been . 
He was genteel, as his Strength would 
ſuffer him to be. His Features were 
ſtrong and lively, and ſpread over with 


He was generous, and eſteemed very 
well bred. His Soul was ſuited to his 
Perfon ; he had Senſe, but not too re- 
fined. His Hours had been divided be- 
tween, Love and War; the latter had 

not allowed him Eeifure to approach 
the other as ha#ought ; rather he had 


ſeiz'd his Pleattires This intreazed W 
or rather they had never reach'd his 


Soul. He was a Stranger to the divine! 
Tender- 
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Tenderneſs of a Lover, and at firft but 
a rude Scholar in that heavenly Science. 


He viſited me very often, I knew not 


why, nor did 1 think much about it. 
Sometimes I mourn'd to reſign my nord, 
Shakeſpear, for his Company. | 

[ imputed his repeated Viſits to the 
Friendſhip he had for my Brother, but 


at laſt they were ſo long, ant ſo frequent,” 


I knew not what to think; nor could I 
help obſerving his Face grown pale, his- 
Voice faint, and all his Manner changed. 
He often "complained of having been ill” 
ſince he faw me, which was now every 


Day. I never ſaw any Man fo alter d. 


He was naturally, as I have ſaid, bold 
and aſſur d, but was now grown dent, , 
tender, and a kind of Coward. 3 
One Day, as we were ſitting together, 
I perceiv d his Colour change, and his 
whole Frame diſorder d, more than 
uſual. I roſe to call ſome Affiſtanee, but 
ere they could come, his Spirits were 
loſt, and he ſeem'd * but we re- 
cover'd him again. While his Senſes 
were thus confu d, we heard him groan, 
and ſaw the Tears flow from his Eyes 
as they were clos d. I own I was touch- 
ed at — Sight, * knew not 4 
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ſelf the Cauſe. As ſoon as he was 4 
little recover'd, and the Servants retir'd, 
with the Fears ſtill flowing, he intreat- 


ed my Pardon. I am miſerable, fays 


he, but I thought of dying, rather than 
of troubling you; but my Soul has not 
obey'd me; it lingers in this unhappy 
Body, *till it has deſerv'd or begg'd 
your Pity. Oh I die for you] regard. 
me as the moſt paſſionate and moſt ſin- 
cere of all Men. I have endeavour'd ta 
ſuppreſs this Paſſion, but ſee it has ſub- 
dued me! Smile on me, and I will live! 
Pardon my odd Addreſs; I have not 


been uſed to intreat, and perhaps appear 


leſs tender and reſpectful than I mean to 
ſhow myſelf ; — but my Senſes are not 
yet return d. Here he ſigh'd for ſome. 
Moments, and ſeem'd intirely devoted 
to Grief. I fear'd a Relapſe, and with 
all the Gentleneſs my Surprize permit- 
ted, intreated him to walk back to the 
Houſe. He roſe, and leaning on my 
Arm, I convey'd him home. But the 
whole Evening was paſs'd in Sighs and 


= Tears on his Part, and cold Civility on 


mine. He left me that Night, and 
returned early the next Morning, nor 


ever left me for ſome Months after. 
| Some- 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 117 
Sometimes he lay in the next Houſe, and 
ſometimes in the Town, but ſeldom went 

to London, where he was ſaid to be dead 
or married. 

He was a Man of a very large For- 
tune, and one of the beſt and nobleſt 
Families in Teland. He had a very hap- 
py Intereſt in the preſent Government, 
and in a fair Way of being what he 
pleas'd. But what was this to me? my 
Soul languiſh'd after ſomething more 
lovely. 

MyFriends ſurrounded e 
ties to marry him; he bribed their In- 
tereſt, and made ſuch Offers of Settle- 
ments as would have tempted the Mer- 
cenary. He implored in publick, and 
did all the Extravagances a Lover 

cou'd. I heard him with Pity, but no 
Love; but he had Hopes in Time to 
ſoften my Soul, ſince he ſaw it diſen- 
gaged]; and indeed I believe I had mar- 
ned him to pleaſe the World, had not 

his Affairs preſs'd him to Treland, He 
lett me with the utmoſt Anguiſh, and 
a Promiſe to return ſoon. 

In our Acquaintance, he had intro- 

duced a Friend to.me, whom he held ex- 


tremely dear; and whom he made his 
Con- 
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Confidant in his Paſſion for me. He 
was a Man of Wit and Pleaſure, de- 


voted to the lighteſt Part of Love, and 
had convers'd with thoſe that knew not 
to pleaſe above a Day; he had a Paſ- 


Kon to charm, and when he had ſuc- 
ceeded, he ſoon forgot the Obliger. 


This Gentleman I had laugh'd with, 


and meant no more, for I ſaw his Soul 
was not capable of a tender or. laſting 


Paſſion. He had fooliſhly and meanly 
confeſs*'d the Names of ſome who had 


made him happy, which I uſed to re- 
ceive with Scorn, and repaid ſtill with 
-dull Advice of Conſtancy, a Thing he 
knew little of; Truth was not. his Ele- 
ment; but the honeſt Heart of my 


Lover was laid open to his View, who 
was as unreſerved as this was artful, 
It has often created my Wonder there 


could be any great F riendihip between 
ſuch different Souls. 


Mr. B at his leaving England, 


moſt tenderly recommended me to the 
Care of his Friend, and beg'd to be every 


Day informed.of my Health, which was 


then much diſordered ; the other gave 


a thouſand Promiſes of guarding the 


9 reaſure of his Soul; but he was no 


ſooner 


Joon after too ſoon. 
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foner in poſſeſſion of his Charge, than 


he endeavoured to bettay it ; firft, by 
a thouſand little Arts that wore the Face 
of Friendſhip ; and after, by an affured 
Declaration of Love ; nor did it ſuffice 
to ſpeak his own Paſſion without ridi- 
diculing his Friend, trying to expoſe 
every little Fault, even the Dulneſs of 


truſting him. Did not Mr. B—, 


ſays this Creature, know how I adored 
you ? yes, he ſaw my Eyes ſpeak it, and 
every Action : nay, I have told him of 
it moſt ſincerely, and deſired his Ex- 
cuſe if I preferred my Happineſs to his. 
See, he leaves me to your Pity, nay, 
he loves me ſo, he would intreat for me, 


and means to ſerve me by his Abſence. 


I. cannot expreſs, my only Bleſſing, 
how my Soul was affronted, and dil. 
dained this Trifler. If I ever felt any 
Tenderneſs for Mr. B— , it was to 
find him thus betray'd. I left him with 


a Look of Diſdain, nor ever more wou'd 


receive him as a Friend. Imagine his 


Pride ſo diſappointed, and contriving 


to revenge itſelf. An Occaſion offered 


, 


Ob 
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Oh! forgive me, my heavenly Charm- 
er, if I pauſe here a little, to gather 
Force to continue my Life in this ap- 
proaching Scene ; the moſt unlucky 
Turn of it, for which I eternally mi 
lament. I was now bleſs'd with Youth, 
Freedom, and Friends, but without 
knowing the true Value of theſe Blef- 


There was an oiifortunate Friend of 
Mr. Cenny's who had failed in Town, 
and was come to Fulbam to make up his 


Affairs. He had many who aſſiſted and 


viſited him in his Retirement; but the 


chief and moſt civil was Mr. S —; 


who was then, indeed, what the World 
calls a pretty Gentleman, and what I 


thought ſo. His Face was lively and 


handſome, and his Manner very civil, 


He was not in perfect Health, having 


languiſhed long with an Ague; but he 
had ſomethtng in him that I more than 
liked, which was improved by his liking 


me. There was a Beauty methoughts in 


his Care of the Unfortunate, and ſome in 
his Love for me, which he ſhew'd from 


the firſt Moment I ſaw him. My 


Thoughts had been long diſengag'd; 
nor was it a *— they ſhould ale 
| take 


tf rod COS WR” RY 


— 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 2 a 


take a ſofter Turn. He was ever near 


me, and employ'd all the Arts of a Lo- 
ver to engage me; and what of Entertain 
ment his own Mind was not adorned 
with, he found for me in ſome Amuſe- 


ment. He preſented me with Books 


and Muſick, and whatſoever he ſaw my 
Soul fond of, till it grew ſo of him; 
yet even then, when Gratitude mingled 


with Affection, and both were inſpired by. 


Retirement, there wanted much of that 
noble burning Paſſion I now find for my 
adored Charmer.—Mine was tender In- 
clination, rather than Adoration, as my Y 
Soul ſhew'd in its Letters, where it is 
ever truly painted. Oh God, how diffe- 
rent are they from what my Heart has 
pour'd out to you its divine Maſter! 
They abounded with Thanks, or a gentle 
Civility, but no Tranſports or Torments ; 
thoſe only are ſacred to you. But could 
even the Warmth I then had been ſuſ- 
tained with its firſt Beauty, it was 
enough to have ſweeten'd Lite. But oh, 
how tew have your godlike Art of im- 
proving Love, or being eternally, dear! 
Who but you can grow upoh the Soul! 

Who but you can ſeize it with ſweet 


Violence, that it can receive no other 
E11 2 
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Object! Mr. S- rather made a Part of 
its Happineſs than was its all. If a 
Change had happen'd, if Coldneſs or 


Death, I could have lived beyond it; 


that it is not ſo now, may the righteous. 

God be witneſs, who has ſtamp'd my Soul 

with ſuch awtul Sincerity, duh. never· 
fading Truth! | 


When at thy ſacred Feet I vow my death- 
 teſs Flame, | 

I fear (not by Love's tranſi tory Name, f 

By him that breath'd this Soul, ang 

. warm'd this Frame : 

May he diſſolve it whilſt my. „ 
And my charm'd Heart religioufly adores, 

If it in Life or Death has any View, 


Eut to be lov'd (fweet Soul of Love Joy 50. | 


Never*did my Paſſion arrive to this 
Extreme : before rather it delighted than 
pain'd me; for I muſt confeſs, with 
_ everlaſting Gratitude, Mr. S deſerv'd 
a very tender Regard. His Love was 
mix'd with F riendſhip, and I believe he 
never ſincerely ſigh'd but for me. | 

His Education had been good, but 
not noble, which was his chief Miſ- 


ee the Polite Part of the World 
had 
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td not fallen in the Compaſs of his 
View. His Days had been ſacrificed to 
the moroſe God of Buſineſs, and his 
Nights to the wanton God of unrefin'd 
Pleaſure, which had not given his Mind - 
that Delicacy of Taſte as I wiſh : *tis this 
[ lament.even now, and is the {ad Occa- 
fion of many unhappy Hours, Alas! 
the generous Soul is not to be hir'd, but 
to be eternally woo'd and charm'd ; I 
have a thouſand Obligations to Mr, See, 
but I would receive them as Marks f 
his tender Affection, not as Badges of 
Slavery, to bind me down to mean Ser- 
vitude, ſuch as he expects. But to re- 
turn to our happy Hours, the Holidays: 
of Love, I was then happy, and deſerv- 
edly ſo; I was devoted to his Tender- 
neſs, and willing to yield to it my Heart 
and Time. He was ever with me, nor had 
Leiſure or Inclination to receive ane 
other. 
T have already told my firing Let 
Mr. B---s was in Ireland, and not beloved 
when in England, and now leſs than ever; 
forgot, or rather never had truly re- 
membered him. FTlis diſappointed 
Friend was glad to aggravate my Cold- 
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neſs to him : Revenge had made him a 


faithful Spy. He informed Mr. B—;, 
for whom he was neglected, but with 
ſo much Malice, that it almoſt diſtracted 
this poor Gentleman ; he haſted over,and 


deft his Friends and Affairs i in the utmoſt 
Confuſion ; ſo indiſcreet is Jealouſy !_ 


He waited not to refreſh himſelf after 
his Voyage, nor almoſt for the Winds to 
bring him,but the Night he cameto Town 
hurried to Fulbam. Love and Grief 
had not added to his Beauty, and my 
Heart was filled with a ſweeter Image; 

my Coldneſs was increaſed, and | fear I 
received him too indifferently; he was 
pale and all unlovely, and his Words. in 
very improper Order, or rather none at 


all. I am come, Madam, ſays he, to 


charge you with my Diſtraction, and my 
Death; but firſt I will be revenged of 
him who has robbed me of you. I know 
his Name, and where to find him. He 
need, poor Gentleman, but have looked 
into my Heart. To. imagine Mr. S 


vas in any Danger, and for my Sake on- 


ly, increaſed my Regard. I coldly told 
Mr. B —— 5, I ſhould not account to 
him, nor his Friend, for my Conduct; 


that l would give mytelt here 1 pleaſed. 
He 
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He behaved much like a Madman, 
and left me, as I feared, to find out Mr. 
$—, Ir was then 1 found that I regarded 
him more than I imagined; I flew to 
Town, and intreated his Care of him- 
ſelf for my Sake. Never did any Heart 
appear more charmed and grateful than 
his; and promiſed an everlaſting Ac- 
knowledgment of the Sacrifice I made 
him. „ L -> 

See me, my guardian Angel, dealing 
away my Intereſt, and the moſt faithfu] 


Lover, to giddy Inclination, whoſc 


phantaſtick Fires had ſeized on my Heart. 
It was now I wanted your divine Aſhft- 
ance and Counſel in this important Mo- 


ment of my Lite. | had no- prudent "0 


Friend to adviſe me, and Love was a fa- 
tal Counſellor ; he prefented theſe two 
Gentlemen in fuch falſe Lights, that my 


little Diſcretion was eaſily miſled.” Mr, 


B s was certainly the moſt ſincere 
of all Men, and truly generous; he was 


unskilled in the little Flatteries of Love, 


for his Soul was all Truth and Honour. 


I lament I laviſned away this faithful Lo- 
ver; I had not then Compaſſion enough 
for what I made. him ſuffer ; my Cold- 


neſs and Neglect almoſt coſt him his 
1 111 
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Life. He oſten viſited me, but his Paf- 
fion and Grief were too ſtrong to let 
him appear agreeable, It is ſtrange, the 
more 1 ſaw him the more I forgot him, 
Love and Jealouſy made him do, and 


ſay, a thouſand odd Things: He dit- 


guiſed himſelf like a Porter to run on 
Love's Errand, and waited at the Tem- 
ple to watch my going in with a Deſign 


of murdering me, or Mr. S —. Love 
had made him a Kind of Othello. He 


uſed ſometimes to write me very tender 
Letters, full of Complaints, but mixed 
with ſuch Diſtractions that I trembled to 
read them, One Day he intreated me to 
ſee him, to preſerve his Life, for he had 


{worn neither to eat nor drink till he ſaw. 


me. He had died away at Court, and 
had but juſt recovered Senſe to write to 
me. 
I went and found him, indeed, dying, 
as I. feared; his Face was pale as Death, 
and his Eyes ſunk, his Hands trembling, 
and his Soul almoſt going. This melan- 
choly Sight ſtruck me with the utmoſt 
Compaſtion ; I wept for his ſad Conditi- 
on, and implored him to live for a Heart 
more worthy of him. In obedience to 
me he received ſome Nou — and 
„ from 
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from that Day grew a little better. What 
did not this poor Gentleman ſuffer for 
me? Oh! I have taſted his Torments 
ſince, and have languiſhed with his Pains. 
prevailed on him at laſt to return to 
his native Air, where his Health lowly 
recovered, He left me with a half- broken 
Heart; he ſtruggled long with this un- 
happy Paſſion; he returned to England, 
again to follicit it, but in vain 3 my In- 

_ clinations were more ſtrongly engaged, 
for the fear of loſing me made Mr. $--- 
doubly aſſiduous; no Day paſt without 
riving me new Proefs'of his Devotion; 
e devoted himſelf intirely to my Plea» 
ſures, and grew more a Lover than you 
wou'd imagine. | 
He had a little retired Houſe near 
Mindſor, where I ufed to paſs many very 
happy Moments. Nothing could be 
more romantickly ſweet than this Place; 
it ſeemed formed for Love, far from 
Noiſe or Buſineſs. The Gentleman ir 
had belonged to was a fine Painter, he 
had ſpread the Ceilings and Wainſcot 
with Cupids; every Room had ſome ſoft 


Device. 
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Here lovely Venus ber Adonis griev'd, 

Here her fair Boſomwith Diſtraction beav d, 

While mourning Cu pane bending o'er their 
Darts, 


Cave dying Looks tothe fair Queen of Wen 


The ariſul Pencil kindles ſoft Daſire, 


And warms the Wiſhes with a dangerous 


Fire, 


attending Lover ſees the Paſſion riſe, | 


. atches the Degui ng Breaſt and rooms 

Des; ; 
Peurs in his ig bo, whenthe dlſſolving Heart 
Gi zves way; and uo Reſerve to take its Part. 


Whilſt we lived in this ſweet Solitude, 
a Friend of Mr. S — came to give 


him a Viſit. There had-been a very long 


and firm Friendſhip between them. This 
Gentleman was not young, but a Man 

of plain good Senſe, and happy enough 
in his Perſon and Fortune. He had been 
formerly what they.call a Man amongſt 


the Ladies, which had left a little Vari- : 


ty behind, yer not enough to make him 
diſagreeable. Mr. $S—— received him 
with much Joy, and preſented him to 
me; my Thoughts were at this Time ſo 
much engaged, [ _—_ regarded this 
e 


CCC ]⅛]²’̃ . v 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 129 


Stranger, at leaſt very coldly; but he 
had the Misfortune to look on me with 
other HK 9 | ed 

From that Day, which was fatal to his 
Quiet, he became a faithful Lover, and 
an unhappy one ; for his Honour pre- 
vented his imploring my Pity, but by 


Sighs and Looks, Love is not always 


blind, Mr. $--—-diſcovered his Friend's 


Diſorder, and grew concerned at it. One 

Day he took him into the Garden, and 
there told him his Fears; the other very 
_ generouſly confeſſed his Paſſion, and in 
ſuch a Manner, that Mr. almoſt 


pitied him; and aſſured him he would 


_ reſign any thing but me to his Quiet. 
This was an 1ll-timed Compliment, for 
nothing would make Mr. 7 
happy, but the only Thing he cou'd not 


part with. He coldly thanked Mr. S---, 
and affirmed to him, he would conceal 


his Miſery from me, whatever he ſuffered, 
and facrifice his Love to Friendſhip and 
Honour. Indeed he was faithful to his 


Word, tho? I believe no Lover ever en- 
dured more to keep it. I always avoided 
being alone with him, fearing to hear 


what J too plainly ſaw; therefore I haſt- 
ed Mr. S — to leave that delightful 


8 5 Place, 
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Place, and return to Fulbam. But T 
ſhall never forget the extreme Grief Mr. 
A—:s diſcovered at parting. I have heard 
him ſince proteſt, his Soul was then torn 
from him, and that no Time can heal 
the Wound. 

He has indeed been a very faithful 
Friend to me ever ſince, and done me a 
thouſand kind Offices, tho? Hope was 
loſt. He has undergone the Anguiſh of 
intreating for another, whilſt he was dy- 


ing himſelf; » = often brought me 


Letters from „ Which he 
would tru Eo 5 with; he has deli- 
vered them with Sighs, and I have of- 

ten ſeen the Tears burſt from his Eyes; 
which he has charged on Friendſhip, and 


ſaid proceeded from the Pity he had for 


Mr. $ — . He has often conducted me 


with a breaking Heart to theſe Chambers, 
and been as miſerable as Jealouſy and 


Deſpair could make him. But Time, 1 
hope, the ſoft Healer of all Diſtreſſes, 
has been a Friend to him, for I delight 


not in giving Miſery. 


- Whilſt the Hours flew on ſmoothly as 


I could with them, an Adventure pre- 
ſented itſelf which ſerved but for an A- 


muſement. In my Leiſure Days, which 
were 
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were but few at that Time, I uſed to 
ride out, or ſometimes go up' the River. 


-I was waiting one Day for a Boat at 


the Water-ſide, when one put into our 


Stairs; which had only one Gentleman in 
it, to whom 1 found it belonged, and 
who very civilly offered it me. Mrs. 
Moor and I jumped into the Boat, and 
were very gay all the Way to Richmond. 
I never indeed was merrier in my 
Life; I had none of my preſent Cares, 
but was devoted to the God of Laugh- 


ter; nor was the Gentleman more ſe- 


rious; he made Love, but in a trifling 
Manner. | 


He was a perfect Cupid in Beauty, 


fair as a Venus, and well-ſhap'd ; his 


Face could engage the Eye for a Minute, 
but no more. At Landing he very ci- 


villy waited on us to Kew, where I was 
to ſtay ſome Hours; I took leave, as I 


hoped, for ever; for I was grown a little 
weary of him already, nor was he a 


Kind of Man formed to charm my Soul. 


When I came to Richmond, in the 
Evening I found him there; he left all his 
Company to attend on me all Night; we 


danc'd together, and laugh'd again; 
tho' he ſeem'd to put on a more ſerious 


Air 
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Air on his Part. The next Day I. went 
back to Fulbam, and had not been there 
many Hours, when my new Lover ap- 
peared to me. I cannot ſay the Sight. 
was pleafing to me; I was ſick of his 
Beauties, and languiſhed by that Time to 
be alone. = 
The very thinking of Mr. S— was 


more agreeable to me than this new Sub- 


ſtance. He ſtaid ſome Hours, and from 


that Day,for many Months, eternally ſo- 
licited, but in vain; my Heart had no In- 
clination for him; he wrote tenderly and 


well, but nothing pleaſed me truly that 
he did or faid; his Temper was as ſweet 
as his Perſon, but he could not charm 
me; III Succels was ſo new to this Gen- 
tleman he could not bear it. His Health 
began to languiſh, the Roſes and the 
Lillies faded away, and at laſt he grew 
pale as the-dying Adonis. 

I wanted Love for this lovely Objed, 
but not Compaſſion; | went to him in 
Town, as he intreated, and found all his 
Relations weeping round him ; he was 
in the moſt violent Fever I ever ſaw, 
but ſtill handſome. I could not fee him 
dying, and for me, without ſuffering 


ſome of his Illneſs. The Care Iſhow'd 
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in ſeeing him ſometimes recovered him 
again, much to my Wiſh. When he was 
well enough to bear it, I adviſed him a- 
gainſt his inconſiderate Paſſion, and gene- 
rouſly repeated what I had often told him, 
how deeply I was engaged to Mr. S—. I 
entreated him to think of me but as a 
Friend, vr rather to forget me, who had, 
tho innocently, wounded his Repoſe. 
This was a very ſevere Leſſon to a youn 
and paſſionate Lover. But Time wil 
conquer all Things; I forbore ſeeing him, 
and withdrew myſelf gently from his 


Correſpondence, —— at laſt I believe he 


ceas'd to be unhappy. He married a 
Woman of Quality, Beauty and Fortune, 
who was charm'd with him, tho' I was 
_ Tis not long ſince I ſaw him at 


ampſtead, where he, ſighing, told me, 


no — ange of Fortune could reſtore his 
Quiet, cho he had try'd even Beauty, 
Time, and Marriage; he implored me 
to give him an Evening to paint his Mi- 


ſery, but I would never ſee him unleſs by 


Chance. 


much eaſier ; Mr. S— ſtill viſited me; 


and I ſtill preferred um to the reſt of 


the World. 
En At 


After I had dropt this Lover, I grew 
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At this Time I had a Friend, who 
was very agreeable and dear to me, at 
 Parſons-Green, Mother to the preſent 
- + Dutcheſs of Bolton: I need not then ſay 
' ſhe was a Woman of Gallantry, or ra- 
ther had been ſo; but there appeared 
ſome Beauty to me, in chooſing the moſt 
lovely Man in the World, the unfortu- 
nate Duke of Monmou th; he wanted 
your divine Soul, oh! heavenly Hilla- 
rius, to render him completely charms» 
ing. This Lady was a Woman of Wit, 
| ſhe had been Maid of Honour and a 
Beauty, her Mind was ſtill handſome ; 
he uſed to entertain me with all the paſt 
Gallantries of the Age ſhe had ſhone in; 
ſhe had read very much, and was a very 
accompliſh'd Woman. She favoured me 
with her tendereſt Friendſhip. She had a 
Son in the Army, a very pretty agree- 
able Man in his Perſon and Manners, 
but had not his Mother's Soul; he want- 
ed that Senſe and Flame, which made 
her Converſation ſo ſweet ; yet was he 
thought, by the Ladies, a * amiable 
Man, and ſought by Gan extremely. 
I often ſaw this Gentleman at his Mo- 
ther's, where 1 paſſed whole Days with 
him, but without a . of him as a 
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Lover; at laſt I found he thought of me 


more tenderly than I wiſhed. He was 
eternally there, nor could I avoid his ſee- 


ing me Home on Nights, it being often 


late, when J left his Mother. In theſe 


Walks he uſed to diſcover his Paſſion, 
and not ungracefully, though unſucceſs- 
fully; for ſtill Mr. poſſeſt my Incli- 
nations. He often formed Excuſes and 
Meſſages to ſee me at home, till at laſt 
Mr. S— grew uneaſy, and I ceaſed go- 
ing to Parſons-Green, or being at Home 
when Mr. Crofts came. 

found it no eaſy Matter to free my- 
ſelf from this Lover; he was a Soldier, 
and not ſoon repulſed. Had not my Heart 
been ſo far engaged, I know not where 


it could have repoſed better, for his 


Temper was faithful and ſweet, and I 
have ſeen few in the World more engag- 
ing, till I beheld your heavenly Beauties, 


and your all- ſuperior Graces. 


I endeavoured to avoid all Trouble of 
this Kind, having neither Pleaſure nor 
Deſign in them, but found it impoſſible, 


Love was minded to amuſe himſelf at the 


Expence of my Eaſe; in thoſe Hours I 
found him an arrant Boy, always playing 


one fooliſh Trick or other. 


In 


136 Secret Memoirs, &. 
In our mighty Town, there was new. 


ly arrived a Country Squire, or rather he 


was a Mixture between a Fox-hunter and 
an abandoned Rake. He uſed to paſs the 
Night in Noiſe, and the Day in Murder, 


. e all the poor Animals round 


the Place. He was very handſome, and 
I may ſay his Form was rather fine; I 
have often wondered it would receive or 
indure ſuch a Soul; he had been ſucceſs- 
ful with all his Tenant's Daughters, and 
believed no Mortal could reſiſt his Beau- 
ties; he meant to carry all Women be- 
fore him, as he did the poor Birds and 
Beaſts. He had a very large Eſtate, and 
where his Perſon fail „that was to con- 
quer. 

I ſaw this Conqueror [not of Hearts] 
firſt at Church, where he fixed his Eyes 
on me, as a proper Prey, many Sundays ; 
at laft he grew weary of this diſtant 


Wooing, and reſolved to be introduced 


right. or wrong. He forced a Neigh- 
bour of ours to bring him into the Gar- 
den, where he hoped to ſee me, as it 
really happened he did. I never was 
more diſpleaſed at the Sight of any Mor- 
tal, for! had a maſt terrible Idea of him. 
But *tis in the divine Power of tender In- 

clination 


"I 
o 


o- 1 ww  (Þ foe Cd... 


E42 — 07 


up to religious Love. 


Secret Memoirs, &c. 137 
clination to refine all Things. He ad- 
dreſſed me in a much better Manner than 
could have imagined, and my Fears 
grew leſs. As we walked, I found him a 


good converſable Brute, and had Love 


trained him early, he would have made 
no ill Scholar. He was well-ſhaped, - 
and gentee] in Spight of Education; 
polite Converſation would have made 


him very charming; but I had neither 


Leiſure, nor indeed Merit enough, intire- 
ly to refine him. After this he was as 
conſtant a Tenant of our Shade as the 
Trees themſelves, nor was he diſagree- 
able to me. I ufed to preach to him, 
and he avowed a Reformation. He no 
longer converſed with hs looſe or mer- 
cenary Miſtreſſes, but offered them all 


* 


The Town was alarmed at his Change, 


and little elſe was talked of but the con- 


verted Mr. H. He ſaid his Pray- 
ers decently ; and amongſt Women for- 
bore to talk of his Dogs, and Horſes, 
and ſtrong Beer, which he uſed to boaſt 
were all : ſtouteſt in the Country. _ 

Love made a meer Saint of him; he 


_ read the ſofteſt Poets, who before only 


role to Durſey. At laſt he grew the 
: x Dar- 
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Darling of our Corporation. He waz 
grown ſo polite he ſtudied a thouſand 
little Preſents, ſuch as the Seaſon afforded, 
and offered them with a very good Grace; | 
he grew modeſt and ſilent, from Roaring 
and Ranting. Iwas pleaſed enough with 
my Pupil, and have paſt many agreeable 
Hours with him. 1 even made him a 
kind of Poet; in Abfence, he wrote 
Verſe, which did not want Spirit or Soft- 
neſs, but Numbers, I have laugh'd at 
his Letters beyond Meafure, I have not 
ſeen him lately, ſo fear-he is relapſed 
again, His Buſineſs called him into the 

Country, where we will leave him, 

I was now Sola in our Garden, and a 
happy Wanderer there, unleſs I made 
ſhort Viſits in our Town. 

At the large Houſe that looks over 
our Garden, was a Clergyman of fine 
Senſe, who loved Books and Muſick ; 
he was a Swede, but ſpoke ſome Engl: if, 
and admirable French. J was happy in 
the Converſation of this Gentleman, 
_ made Solitude very charming to 
In him Religion, Learning, Love 

7 good Manners , ſweetly met together 
he tenderly loved me, but in the Way 
the Refiner does the Diamond, to re 
an 
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| and refine itz he brightened my Soul, and 


adorned it with Diſcourſes of his heaven- 
iy Maſter, and the Charms of Goodneſs, 
Our Evenings were paſt in this improv- 
ing Manner, till he went back to Sweden. 
firſt loſt by Abſence, and next byDeath, 
this ever-to-be-valued Friend; I could 
{t;]][ weep over his Memory. After his 
Loſs, | became more grave and retired 
my Soul mourned this heavenly Compa- 
nion, and languiſhed for Society, while 
Fortune was contriving ſomething to 
torment. me, leſt my Solitude ſhould/ 
grow too ſweet, n Me 
There came to viſt mea Friend of 
our Family's, a2d mine, who had been 
very tender to my childiſh Hours, and 
now came to renew her Friendſhip; 
with her was an elderly Lady, who had 
the lovely Remains of paſt Beauty, and 
was ſtill agreeable; her Converſation 
ſeem'd entertaining and friendly. With 
theſe two Ladies was a young Gentle- 
man of about nineteen, genteel and gay; 
he had a ſweet Voice, and ſung to us ve- 
ry ſweetly, I little dreamed Love meant 
this Youth to diſturb my Moments. 
His Mother from that Day contracted 
an appearing Eſteem for me. Which ſoon 
- £ grew 
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grew to a Fondneſs. She endeavoured 
to find Lodgings in the Town near me, 
but could provide none nearer than Put- 
ney. I was every Day with her, and 
fometimes ſtaid many Days at her Lodg- 
ings; they were new and obliging to me, 
and I began to think myſelf happier than 
ever. The young Gentleman behaved 
with peculiar Reſpect, and I ſaw ſome- 
thing in him I thought I lik'd ; I know 
not what it was; we were ever together, 
and his Mother ſeemed pleaſed we ſhould 
be ſo. I had the Regard of a Parent 
for him, and he looked on me with a 
Kind of Duty. Tis Love broke theſe 
Meaſures, and taught to wiſh and figh 
for unreaſonable Happineſs; my Com- 
plaiſance and Pity gave him ftrange 
Hopes, which he knew not how to go- 
vern. He was uneaſy ſtill to be nearer, 
yet had not fine Senfe enough' to know 
the Soul muſt be firſt approach'd, and 
with the utmoſt Tenderneſs and Delica- 
cy. He had never ſeen any thing but 
his Lady Mother, or his School-Mi- 
ſtreſs. Sighs and Tears were Hebrew to 
him, nor could he underſtand how great- 
ly Love rewards his Adorers. He was 
young, obſtinate, irregular and * 
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but yet ' twas certain he was mine. He 


abandoned his Books, his Friends, his 


Amuſements, for me; and in Return, I 
gave him my Company, my Pity and In- 


ſtruction. Never had Love a ruder, yer | 


more faithful Scholar. 


He was eternally preſſing his Mother : 
to leave the Place where they were, and 


found a thouſand Faults with it; tho? it 
had, indeed, .no other but its Diſtance 
trom me. The Water divided us, yet 
could not ſuppreſs the Flames of this 
young Boſom. 

He perplex'd his Mother to take 
Lodgings next Door to me, which, at 
laſt, her Love for him inclined her to; 
nor did ſhe then foreſee the Miſchiefsthis 
would create. My young Lover till 


grew more enamoured, and fond to Di- 
ſtraction, but it became: a cruel Paſſion 
to him that felt it, and me that created 


it; every Parting grew inſupportable to 
him, he could not leave me one Moment, 


_ tho! Friends or Buſineſs called, and would 


break out into ſuch Diſoxders, that good 
Manners would bluſh for him. In vain 
I adviſed him to Softneſs, to Reſpect, 
which alone could makehim dear to me. 


$ We eternal quarrelled. I retired from 


the 


* 
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i the World, but ſome Part of it purſued 
N me, which made him diſtracted; my 
Life became uneaſy to me, and I found 
Compaſſion had chained me down to an 
DODar, from which I could not eaſily break. 
It was my Tenderneſs, not my Soul. was 
now engaged. Every Day ſhewed me 
ſome#fatal Conſequence of the falſe Step 
Ihad made. I wiſh'd to retreat, and of- 
ten broke looſe to Town Freedom. I 
languiſh'd for, or for a lovely Object, 
that would ſweetly take it from me. 
My Soul was melancholy under this 
Oppreſſor, who knew not its Softneſs, 
nor its Value; it ſought to amuſe itſelf, 
Mr. was taken up with dull Buſineſs, 
He was ever dear to me, but his Paſſion 
did not take care to keep its firſt Beauty, 
dully believing he had engaged and fe 
cured my Heart. Alas, this is not ea- 
fily done, it requires a thouſand tender 
Cares, and eternal Endearments, of 
"which only my Angel is Maſter. On 
the other Hand, Mr. G— was loſt in 
Rage, and rude Jealouſy, and I began 
to be weary of him, or reſolved to ſot-' 
ten my Chain. 
I was often in. Town with a Lady who 
had lodg'd at Fulbam, an agreeable but 
© 54 _ dangerous 
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duller World; ſhe was ſtill gay, and had 


and her Flattery the Ears of the Dull; 


like one another, on purpoſe afterwards | 
to torment us. She took care to blow- « | 


my Wiſhes, and threw in her Arts: ſhe, _ 
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dangerous Acquaintance. Nevegy did 
any Lover endeavour to charm more 
than this Friend. She flattered; ſne in- 
treated me ſtill to be with her. Her Wit 
was amuſeing, and releaſed me from the 


been handſome ; but was a Coquet to 
Men, and ſevere on all Women. She 
laſhed her deareſt Friends in Abſhce, 
even me, whom ſhe courted as a Goddeſs, 

Her Houſe was ſeldom empty, her 
Perſon drew the Eyes of the Unthinking, 


but the moſt lovely and refined of her 

Viſitors was Mr. C—y, a young Gentle- 

man, whoſe Soul dhd Body were engag- 

ing. She took "care we ſhould meet and 0 


the Paſſion ſhe ſaw kindling in our Souls 
with a thouſand Praiſes ot each other; 
ſhe talked of every Grace, which Faw, 
too well, but moſt his Adoration for me. 
She watched the tender Movements of 
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I yet knew little of the World, or this 
fair Adder, who wounded me in her 
Friendſhip, and was charming me to 


Ruin; every Day ſhew'd me ſome Charm 


in this lovely Lover; I grew uneaſy at 
his Abſence, and ſigh'd when forced to 

return to Fulbam, where he could not be 
often. On his Part, his Paſſion increaſed, 


it was too natural to ſeek Relief from the 
Object beloved. He ſigh'd, he com- 
plained; but to one no leſs unhappy. 


Mrs. — rejoiced at our Miſery, and 
now, with a very religious Air, tells me 
Mr. C—y was engaged, poſlibly married, 
to one who loved him, and had been be- 
loved by him; that I ſhould rob this La- 


dy of her Lover and her Life, if I con- 


tinued to ſee him, and that Friendſhip 
alone made her reveal this. How was [ 
ſurprized with different Paſſions, Love, 
Fear, Shame, and Compaſſion for the 
Lady I thought I had injured, whom 
ſhe artfully praiſed and pitied! i 
Poor Mr. C---y all this while dream'd 
he was fortunate, that Love meant to 
crown his Wiſhes. But, how was he 
grieved and ſurprized to find me cold, 


angry and changed; at laſt, ſadly and 


fincerely, I told him what I had heard. 
L - . Kneeling 
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Kneeling he confeſſed ſome Part, that 


he had loved this Lady ; but his Heart 
was now ſtrongly charm'd to me, whom 
he muſt to Death adore; that he would 
act with Honour to her, though not 


Paſſion. But I had determin'd even to part 


with this beloved Lover, rather than in- 


jure another; therefore reſolved to fee 
him no more. Weeping I left him to re- 
turn theVows heſeemed to forget ; but to 
no Purpoſe. He returned with no 
Warmth thither; ſhe languiſhed and 
died unbeloved. But alas I was far from 
rejoicing at this Abſence, and Juſtice 
had defaced ſome of that Paſſion, which 


ſure was never deeply rooted in my Soul. 


Never did I feel thoſe Pains and Plea- 


ſures my lovely Maſter can give me eve- 


ry Hour. 8 | 

Without dying, I tore myſelf from 
this Lover. Mrs. P triumphed in 
her Malice, and to this Moment Mr. 


(j ſtill hates her for it. He mar- 


ried a Lady ſome Years after, of a large 
Fortune,. and has been happy in every 


Thing but Love. He ſtill remembers 


me with Paſſion ; but, oh! I can have 


none, but for the ever-adored Hillarius. 
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I am moſt devotedly and religiouſly his, 
with all the Aﬀections of my Soul. 


I all Mankind were plac'd Fr et my Eyes, 

The preſent, paſt, and all that foal here- 
after riſe, 

With noble Scorn I'd look whole Nations ver, 

And only fix on him I now adore. IR 

All or is charming in his Face appears, 

Sweet Wiſdom in the Bloom of ſprightly 

N.. 

For Adoration every Feature made, 

Ob ! how they charm ! oh Cod, how they 
perſuade. 

WithawfulWonder I approach their Charms 

With benaing, trembling Knces, and longing 
Arms, 

With Extacies that ner can be expreſs d, 

But by mydying Me where 2 fond Soul's 
confeſs'd. 


Behold me, my lovely Angel, half 
free, and wiſhing to be entirely ſo, from 
the ungentle Soul of my young Lover, 
who only uſed the bleſſed Moments Love 
had lent him, to make himſelf diſagree- 
able to me. But we had Intervals of 


lender neſs, when my Pity prevailed 
* over 
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over my Pride, by his moſt humble 


Submiſſions. "3 


We often went abroad together, my 
Lady would not move without me to 
any Diverſions, and indeed I received 
many Proofs of her Favour. We were 
invited to paſs ſome Months at the old 
Lord Stafford's, where the Hours paſſed 
agreeably enough. There were ſome 
Company who had known the World 


and Courts. Amongſt the reſt, a Re- 


lation of my Strephon's, formerly a Maid 


to King Fames's Queen; ſhe uſed to fur- 


niſh my lonely Hours with Books, 
I found one wrote by Mr. Bond; 
ſome Things in it pleaſed my Hu- 
mour, and I wrote in an empty Leaf 


my Thoughts of it; which he very o- 


bligingly anſwered. Thus began the Let- 
ters, you have honoured with your 
Praiſes, which alone makes me proud of 
them. Alas! I was not then inſpired 
by your divine Beauties, nor by Love, I 
only was taught by Fancy, and by Soli- 
tude and Nature. Oh ! ſurvey the ten- 
der Things my Paſſion has ſigh'd to you, 
and conſeſs, oh! lovely Ungrateful, the 
Difference between cold Friendſhip and 

1 raging 
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raging Love, between my adorable Lo- 


ver, and my unknown Friend. 

After ſome Time I returned to Ful. 
hw again, where Love ſoon found a 
new Amuſement for me. A Gentleman 
and his Wife came to lodge at Mr. Cen · 
10s, whom] had before ſome little Know- 
ledge of, and now was often with. They 
ſeemed a good, happy, dull Pair, and! 
little thought in the Huſband to find a 
Lover, for I then wiſhed for none, but a 
Reſt from Paſſion. 

To avoid the ! mpertinence of Mr. 
83 I often withdrew hither, where 1 
was treated with all poſſible Reſpect, and 
intreated ſtill to be. We danc'd, play'd 
at Cards, and diverted ourſelves and the 
Hours, till Mr. T— ds grew ſuddenly 
melancholy, which I impu ed to Low- 
neſs of Spirits and much Study; I knew 
not his inward Anguiſh, nor its tender 
Cauſe. His Wife complained of his 
Change of Temper, and I endeavoured 
to conſole her. Neither I, ſays ſhe, nor 
his Children are dear to hin, his Health 
and Reſt is loſt. I pitied her Grief, and 
tried to divert him. I heard him ſigh, 
and ſaw him difordered, but little 
thought myſelf the Occaſion. I advis'd 

. 
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them to leave that Place, and feared Re- 
tirement had bred this Melancholy; they 
reſolved at laſt on going, but it was on 
Condition I would accompany them for 
ſome Time in Town ; which they forc'd 
me to promile I would, after a thouſand 
Intreaties not to be refuſed. But I de- 
layed it as long as I could, not caring to 
receive ſuch Civilities * Strangers; 
and indeed hating to give Mr. G --— ſo 
much pain. The Deſign of my going 
had reduced him ſometime to the ut- 
moſt Deſpair z; ſometimes to ſuch Out- 
rages that I could not ſuffer, and which 
drove me from him, ſooner than I cared 


to go, and left him a Prey to his own 


rode Paſſion. A Sigh or a Tear would 
have retarded me, but Commands and 


| Curſes I deſpiſed. 


In fine, I went with my new Friends, 
who ſeemed tranſported they had me ſafe, 
irom the Violence of my young Lover. 
But I had not been many Days in Town, 
when I perceivedan unexpected Coldneſs 
in Mrs. T—, which wakened my Appre- 
henſion, till I obſerved whence it proceed- 
ed. I then found Love too plainly wrote 
in the Huſband's Face and Actions; he 

„ 
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was eternally near me, nor could he in- 
dure a Chair ſhould divide us. 

Not dreaming this would end in Love, 
1 had ufed myſelt to be pleaſed with his 
Company, and grieved to fee I muſt 
foon loſe it. I always avoided being 
alone with him, not caring to give Pain, 
He fought as much to ſpeak with me, 
and filently with his Eyes complained | 
of my Coldneſs. One Day I was turn- 
ing over Chaucer, a Book he was very 
fond of, and there I found my Name 
with a Complaint beneath it; and ſome 
Days after he dropped a Letter, a too 
tender one, into my Boſom; at laſt, few 
Hours paſt without ſome Inftance of his 
Paſſion, then in its moſt violent Fury. 

One Day I was dreſſing my H cad, 
and much ſurprized to ſee Mr. T — be- 
hind me, in the Glaſs, where I obſerv'd 


his Face pale. I ſtarted, and turned 


round, equally diſordered ; he preſſed | 
my Hand with a moſt paſſionate Look, | 
and a Sigh which ſpoke for him, and | 
dropped a Letter at my Feet. His 
Hand felt rather like Death than Love. 
I feared to hear him ſpeak. Retire, ſays 

I, for God's Sake; if you are ſeen here 


it will create ſome Uncaſineſs to us = 
e 
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He bow'd and left me, but with a Trou- 
ble Words can ill define ; but my Heart 


has well underſtood lince, from thoſe 
adorable Charms of yours. The poor 


Wife grew every Day more uneaſy, and 


the Huſband more in Love, therefore I 
reſolved to leave the Place, in hopes both 


his Paſſion and her Jealouſy would die. 
But they were not ſo eaſily put to death. 
let him know my Reſolution of leavin 

his Houſe, where I gave ſuch Pain. He 


implored, if I would go, to ſuffer him 


only to ſpeak to me, and to convey me 


where I meant to go, if I valued his Life. 
left Mrs. 7 —- as civilly as ! could; 

but he watched my going, at ſome Place 
in the Neighbourhood, and flew after 


the Coach, and leaped into it with more 
Love than Diſcretion. We were no 
ſooner out of his Neighbourhood, bur 
he burſt into a Flood of Tears; we drove 
an Hour, hoping he would recover him- 


ſelf, but in vain; he ſigh'd and wept 


ſtill more, and at that Moment I believe 
he endured all the Love and Sorrow his 
Soul could ſuſtain. 

My Concern, - tho? it did not t in- 
to my Eyes, was not leſs ſincere. I im- 


plored him to be comforted, and aſſured 
H 4 him, 
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him, by leaving his Houſe, I meant not to 
leave the F riendſhip I had for him, but 
to make his Family eaſy. Oh God 
fays he, lovely Clio, do you prefer their 
Reſt to mine? how can I live without 
you ? Love and Grief would not permit 
more Words. I ordered the Coach to 
ſtop, and left my pcor Lover ſad as 
Death. The next Morning, by Eight 
o*'Clock, he returned, and from that 
Day, for ſome Weeks, was twice or thrice 
every Day with me. But that Hour in 
the Coach was the only one I ever paſt 
alone with him. The Concern I ſaw him 
in, made ſome tender Impreſſions on my 
Soul, and I grew to like him more than 
I wiſhed. The Hours paſſed on very 
pleaſingly, and he continued his Regard, 
till ſome Evenings ere I left London, in- 
ſtead of his Viſits, I received a Letter 
or two of Excuſes for Abſence. Theſe, 
however ſincere, did not agree with the 
Pride and Tenderneſs of my Soul, which 
was never deeply engaged, and now re- 
ſolved to appear itſelf. I conſidered the 
Anguiſn our converſing, though ſo inno- 
cently, gave his Wife, and that he was 
not * with * ſhining Merit to de- 
ſerve 


F 
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ſerve me. Therefore I left him, and 


London, with but few Sighs. 
Oh ! my Adorable, ſay, was this Love, 


was this like your tender, faithful Clio, 


who has ſought you as ſhe would Life, 
or as the Vulgar would Intereſt! Who 
has ſuffered Abſence, Excuſes, and ap- 
pearing Neglect ; and ſtill burns with in- 
creaſing Paſſion, and muſt to the laſt 
Hour of her Life. 

I returned to Fulbam; but found my 
young Lover almoſt Raving; he had 
made a fine Story from my being at Mr. 
Houſe, and behaved himſelf 
ſo ill, I could no longer be his Friend. 
In every Action he diſcovered his Folly 


and Meanneſs. He reproached, he ſwore, 
and treated every body near him withthe 


Air of a Tyrant. I could not receive 
any Company in Quiet for him, which 
obliged me to think of a Way of re- 


moving him, for the whole Family was 


in an everlaſting Storm ; therefore, I in- 
treated the People of the Houſe, it they 
wiſhed to keep me, to give them Warn- 
ing, which, at laſt; they did, to my Joy, 
and my Lady and her Son left the 
Houſe, where I had been too long a 


Slave. This Parting inraged Mr. G—, 


H 5 and 
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and ſtill removed him further from my 
Tenderneſs; but ere long we ceaſed to 
be open Enemies, unleſs Wine ſometimes 
blew up his Reſentment. I ſometimes 
went to viſit my Lady, but often parted 
in Anger, when Love broke out into ill 
Manners. I grew truly weary of this 
Kind of Life, and reſolved, ſome Way, 
to free myſelt from this Tyranny. When 
Love, more ingenious than I, in Pity, 
preſented me a Cordial, one infinitely | 
ſweet to my Soul, and ſtill 1 2 to 
my Memory. 

Some Friends of mine came to pay 
me a Viſit at Fulbam, and brought with 
them a young Gentleman, whoſe Perſon 
was agreeable to my Wiſhes, though not 
adorned with thoſe adorable Features, 
nor ſhining with your immortal Spirit. 
He had a peculiar Sweetneſs in his Form 
and Manner, which I never found till that 
Moment. His Face was ſpread over 
with Love and Softneſs. I have often 
thought him like ſome roſy Bed, which 
invites the Traveller to reft. From the 
Moment I ſaw him, I was inſpired with 
an uncommon Tenderneſs for him, as 
he was 28 a N Paſſion for me. 

When 
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When he went J could not forget him, 
nor be eaſy till I ſaw him again. My 
Thoughts were filled with him, and J 


found my Soul aching with a pleaſing. 


Anguiſh, which no Diverſion could re- 
move. From that Day he began to 
write me tender Letters, to improve him- 
ſelf in my Heart. 

I began to fear I loved, indeed, or 
ſomething like it, but the ſweet Object 


was mare mine thaw I could wiſh. His 


Soul, his Time, his Wiſhes were devot- 
ed to me, and he only lived in behold- 
ing me; never were two Hearts more 
ſweetly joined. If they were not raiſed 
to the divine Tranſports I have ſince 
taſted, they, in Return, had none of the 
bitter Anguiſh of Love, none of thoſe 
cruel Torments that now ſink me to the 
Earth, and make my Miſery outweigh 
my Joy. He had none of thoſe exalted 


Views that now tear my divine Hillarius 


from me; but was all Love, and Ten- 
derneſs, and mine. To the Devotion of 
ran Love, he offered up his Intereſt, his 

ery Soul, and in return I gave him 
bard. Never did two Lovers live a, 
more harmonious Life. It was a Kind 


of Heaven we poſſeſſed, our Hearts wore 
no 
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no mean Diſguiſe, but ſeemed made for 
one another. But oh receive this divine 
Truth from my Soul. The Paſſion that 
inſpired it then, was far below what I 
now find; it was only a Preparative for 
the glorious Flame I am now glowing 
with, which almoſt extinguiſhes the 
Memory of any other. It is Adoration, 
rather than Love, I now burn with; oh! 
receive it, ſweet Sovereign of my Soul. 

With what Tranſport could I dwell on 
this Difference, but ny Time preſſes me 
to return and finiſh. 

My Fate would not let me reſt on this 
happy Shore, where I meant to have fi- 
niſhed my Life. But all my Friends - 
combine againſt me, and preſs me to ex- 

change my ſweet Lover, my darling 
Books, and all my Bleſſings for Mar- 
riage, whoſe Chains I ever dreaded. 
My Brother aſſails me with Mr. S—. 
And Mr. G ——, whom I have not men- 
tioned ſome time, with his Viſits and 
his Clamours helped to make me un- 
eaſy, and to puſh me againſt this Rock, 
on which | now he bound. Fortune 
preſented herſelf to me, and promiſed = 
me I ſhould have it in my Power to 


mile on the Diſtreſſed, and to relieve 
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them. I had always a Paſſion for giv- 
ing, and my Soul had languiſned under 
Reſtraint; this Proſpect alone made me 
venture into this gloomy Part of Life, 
in whoſe Shadow I muſt for ever pine. 
I had a thouſand Agonies of Heart ere I 
could reſolve on this Change, ſo dread- 
ful to me. 

I ſaw the Perſon T held moſt dear on 
Earth, bound to another; and then fear- 
ing ere long to leave me. Had he been 
free, I own I ſhould have preferred him 
openly, as my Heart then did in private 
to all Things. I conſulted with him, 
and found his poor Heart torn between 
Love and Friendſhip, he knew not what 
to adviſe. My Brother eternally per- 
plexed me about it, who preferred my 
Intereſt to the Quiet of my Heart. At 
laſt I leaped down this Precipice, nor did 
1 find the Fall to much then. Noiſe and 
new Friends drowned the Miſeries of it. 

My Hurry in this Change of Life a 
little amuſed me; my Days were paſſed 
in new Diverſions: The World courted 
me, and every thing was gay and pleaſ- 
ing; even Mr. , whoſe Fortune had 
given Smules to his Face, and new Com- 
rau to his . We were ſeem- 
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ingly happy, or, rather had not Leifure 


to find ourſelves otherwiſe. Theſe 


Chambers were never empty, crowded 
with the Fortunate and Civil. I was 


treated like a Goddeſs, and could not 


turn round without new Adorers. Mr.--- 
had many Friends, and they all paid their 
Devotion to me, but religiouſly I proteſt 
without Succeſs. They were forced to 


live on cold Civility. Amongſt the 


reſt, there was one more agreeable to me 
than the Crowd ; his Good-humour 
and extreme Reſpect for me, made me 


diſtinguiſh him from the reſt. I paſt 


a great many pleaſant Hours with him; 


; he had Wit, Mirth, and Love. 


But I appear, I fear, inconſtant, till 


J return to my melancholy Lover, which 


I ſoon did, and endeavoured to conſole 


him for my Loſs; and from that Time 


I gave him all my Leiſure, which, in- 
deed, was due to his Truth and Paſſion. 


Now,my Adorable,I began to live again. 


Our Tenderneſs ſeemed rather increaſed 
by this little Parting. We were as of- 
ten together, as Prudence and Duty 
would ſuffer us: though I had a thouſand 


_ Amuſements offered me, I deſpiſed 


them all, to be with Mr. Z—. | 
Almoſt _ 
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Almoſt every Day preſented me that 


Happineſs, which I bleſſed it for. Ne- 
ver were two Hearts more tender or 


more faithful; the Noiſe and Buſtle of 


the World had made him dearer to me. 
Oh ! I even then ſaw there was no Bleſ- 
ſing but Love. I poſſeſſed this Dream 
of Happineſs a great while ; and what 


_ heightened the laſt Scene of it, was your 
adorable Letters. I read them with Ado- 


ration and Wonder; yet no Inconſtancy ; 
and had the fooliſh Virtue to reſolve 
never to approach nearer than the Play- 
houſe, while Mr. H continued in 
England. I looked upon you as a Mi- 
racle above my Hopes, and deſigned 


rather to be wondered at than poſſeſſed. 
I never before was ſenſible of Admira- 


tion; it was all reſerved for you, the Spi- 
rit of all Perfection. 

While I was charm'd, or rather hap- 
py with my favourite Lover, both Love 
and Fortune withdrew their Favours for 
ſome Time: the gay Proſpect of Life 
ſet before me began to vaniſh eve 
Day, and I found myſelf ſink amongſt 
the Crowd; yet I will affirm for my 
Soul, 1t bore it with no ill Grace, nor 


found a real Pang, but in loſing Mr, 
H—, 
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H—, who was now obliged to leave 
England. + 
We parted with a thouſand Tears on 


both Sides. Never was Sorrow more 


ſincere, I devoted myſelf to it, till my 
Health languiſhed, and Love took Pi. 
ty on me. I retired into the Country to 
mourn, which I did ſincerely, and was 
long ere I could receive any Conſolation ; 
the firſt, and only, were your divine Let- 
ters, which were glowing with a thou- 
{and Beauties. What I had before only | 
wondered at, now began to inflame my 
Soul, and Love lay in every Line. 


Not Solitude nor Grief could guard my 
 fleart, | 
With all its Floods, from the invading Dart. 
1 figh'd and languiſb d oer thy charming 
Strains, | 

And felt already Life-conſuming Pains, 
From Admiration Ito Paſfion paſsSd;, 
Ob God, how ſbort | the Paſſages how faſt ! 
Oh ! how unlike thoſe little Tours I made, 
Where I had gaz'd, and jmiPd, but never 
ſtaid. 1” | 
From hence, by Heaven, I never will remove, 
No Chance, no Time, no Death, ſhall end 

my Love. © 
; Beneath 


1 --—& 
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Beneath thy Coldneſs my poor Life may pine, 

But not my Paſſion, that is all divine, 

As the bright Eyes from whence it took 
its Shine. + ee F90Y 
Here cloſe my Life, the reſt is all thy 

Wn, 

Its Foys depending on thy Smiles alone, 

Low long *twill laſt, is all to me un- 
KNOWN, 


Friday Night, the laſt Night of my 
Life or Happineſs z; diſappointed in ſee- 
ing you. 2 

Oh! would to Heaven, ever-moſt- 
charming Hillarius, would to Heaven 
and you, I were here to end my Life, 
never was I fonder of reſigning it; ne- 
ver was I more unable to ſupport it; 
your Abſence kills me. Oh ! I am un- 
done without you, and more miſerable 
than Envy can wiſh-me. I am loſt to my- 
ſelf, and to the World, nor am I of 


much value to you. What would in- 


rich another is no Treaſure to you; 
yet can you not reſtore it, nor can I take 
it back. My Soul is ſweetly loſt in your 
dear Boſom, nor can ever find itſelf 
again; the God that created it, will, I 
hope, never divide it from you, whatſo- 

ever 
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ever becomes of this miſerable Body 
Which loves to Adoration. When it lies 

down in Duſt, ſigh your Pity over it; 
and give it one of thoſe Moments I now 
languiſh for; ſure I ſhall be proud in 
Death, and happy. 

I now flatter myſelf I have not long to 
hve ; *tis the only Thought that affords 
me Comfort; it is kinder than the ab- 
- ſent Hillarius, and bids me ſweetly hope. 
Sure there are gentle Slumbers in the 
Grave, for thoſe that die of Love; 1 
long to dream there of the adored Hil- 
larius ; his divine Beauties will ſtill glow 
in every Atom of this poor Body. Ne- 
ver was any Heart ſo enamoured as this 
which now ſighs for you; oh! have Pi- 
ty on it the little Time it muſt ſtay here; 
and ſometimes give a Tear to this faith- 
ful Picture of my Soul. Be tender of 
its Faults, or rather do not ſee them; 
let only the Adoration, I have for you 
appear.to ſhadow every. Blemiſh, or ra- 
ther to enlighten, the whole. Nothing 

can be more beautiful than my Love, 
but my divine Lover, who is all perfect. 


Oh! my heavenly Lover, I am ſad to = 
Death, even whilſt I think of your Per- 


fections ; think then how miſerable I am 
grown, 
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grown, and what 1 ſtill muſt be without 

you ; oh! let your ſweet Letters pour 
Health and Life into my dying Boſom, 
if you wiſh'them me; or you will ſoon 
loſe in Death, moſt lovely of Mortals, 


Your adoring 


| | Temple, C LI O, 


October, 1 7 23. 
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[\Ooliſh Eyes, thy Streams give over, 

Wine, not Water, binds the Lover, 
At the Table then be ſhining, - 
Gay Coquet, and all deſigning. & 
To th* addreſſing Foplings bowing, - 
And thy Smile, or Hand, allowing. 
Whine no more thy ſacred Paſſion, 
Out of Nature, out of Faſhion. 


2. 

Let him diſappointed find thee, 
Falſe as he, nor dream to bind thee. 
While he breaks all tender Meaſures, 
Murdering Love, and all its Pleaſures. 
Shall a Look or Word deceive thee, 
Which he once an Age will give thee? 
Oh! no more, no more, excuſe him, 
Like a dull Deſerter uſe him. 


To 


4 x 
„ 
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To my Soul's only Defire. 
I. 


Hl that J had no Time to tell 
My Paſſion, or thy Power, 


For dh! I love ſo very well, 


*Tis Death to part an - Hour. 
F s 
In vain my Friends Amuſem ents bring, 
Or what they fancy ſo, 


The flowing Glaſs, and ſpeaking Swing 


My Soul is fallen too low. 


3. 


Nails d high before, by thy ſweet Breath, 


How ſteepy is its Fall, 


a It ſinks into the Shades of Death, 


Till waken'd by thy Call. 


* % 


Tg 
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To my Unkind, but ever Charming. 


H ye tender Thoughts that throng 
My Soul, and nn on my 
Tongue, 
To 4 Hillarius move, 
And inflame his Heart with Love. 
Oh! leave him not till you have ſhoun | 
How miſerable | am grown. | 


Tell him hl Wretch that naked ſtands, 
In the North's Blaſt, or Africk's Sands, 


Tho? the Heat melts the burning Veins, - 


Feels not his hapleſs Co's Pains. 
Above all dull Compariſons they grow, 
The perfect Extract of all human Woe. 


To 
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To my Hinges, uw my Fealouſy. - 


xdon my tender Jealouſies, 5 | 


That rage when you depart, 
They know, when abſent from your 
. 
& | The Weakneſs of my Heart. 
1 How can I wiſe, ſweet Charmer, be, 
1 My Soul and Judgment flies with thee. 


| Oh what remains to guard. my Breaſt 
k Prom thoſe diſtracting Fears! 
| I loſe my Colour and my Reſt, 
W- | - And drown my Sightin Tears. 

b COhoof what Service can it be, | 
Deny'd the Joy of ſeeing thee! ; 
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To my Souls Aae. 


Very Bleſling Heaven can give, 

With my lovely Lover live 
; Fortune, as my Heart, be kind 
Io thy noble thinking Mind 
Fortune, to thy Genius bend, 
All thy great Deſigns attend; 
Love already is thy Friend. 
In thy charming Face he ſhines, 
In thy Soul- commanding Lines, 
On thy Love inſpiring Tongue 
Are a Train of Cupids hung; 
Every Word conveys a Dart, 
Through the Ear, into the Heart; 
Every Feature gives Deſire, 
Every Breath blows up the Fi ire, 
Every Motion charms the Sight; 
0h l thou Heav'n of all Delight. 
From all coarſe Alloy refin'd, 
Thy Body is a perfect Mind 

| I 


Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry bright, tranſparent Vein, 
Surely does a Soul contain; 
Mine, at leaſt, is there Pm ſure, 
From the Tranſports I endure. - 
Wonder not if every Part, 

My Lips, my Eyes, and heaving Heart, 

To thy dear Breaſt with Tranſport ſtrain, 

To take their Spirit back again. 

All my Frame trembles with Delight, 

And thy Charms ſwim before my Sight. 

Sweet Extacy from Earth calcin'd, -_ | 
Oh! heav'nly Tranſport of the Mind, 
Then dull Mortality retires, 
Mean Intereſt, and low Deſires, 

They all to mighty Love reſign, 

And leave my burning Wiſhes thine, 

How little and how low appears 
All my paſt Hopes, and mortal Fears, 
To the new Heaven chat I Poſſeſs, | 
In thy exalted Tenderneſs! 

And by thoſe tovely Arms embrac' d, 
Pm far above all Troubles plac d. 
Malice and Envy trembling ſtand, 
Kept diſtant by thy noble Hand. 


Al 


* 
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All Things grow facred you protect, 
And ſhining by your Paſſion deck'd, 
Your Paſſion can a laſting Paſſport give 
Tofuture Times, and 2 your Favourites 
lie 8 | 


To the adered Hillarius, 


Here will my riſing Admiration end! 
Oh! to what Heights will "y_ De- 
| _ fires aſcend! | 
When will the Time arrive that I fhall b be, 
Oh! Soul of Sweetneſs, ſatisfy'd with thee? 
Let thoſe dear . ſome ſoft Relief im- 
park” | 
And bathe the F Janice * my difloving 
Heart. 
Too eagerly they burn, with laviſh Haſte, 
And as they riſe, I feel my Spirits waſte ; 
Beneath my World of Love wy Life de- 
clines, 


But, as it fades, my Paſſion brighter ſhines; 
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5 Thy Abſence, to this raging Fever Joins; 
Will leave thy Clio nothing, but her Mind, 
Thy Life-inſpiring Arms with Haſte re. 

ſtore, 

And chear me with the Beauties I adore, 


AN GCSS ER 


To my heavenly mtg 


Y poor expecting Heart beats for thy | 
Breaſt, 


: F nn 
, —ç — RA — — — 


1 


In ev'ry Pulſe, and will not let me reſt; 
A thouſand dear Deſires are waking there, 
0 Whoſe Softneſs will not a Deſcription bear, 
| | Oh!] let me pour them to thy lovely Eyes, 
| And catch their tender Meanings as they 


riſe. 

My ev'ry Feature with my Paſſion glows 
In ev'ry Thought and Look it overflows. | 
| Too noble and too ſtrong for all Diſguiſe, 

| It ruſhes from my Love-diſcov'ring Eyes. 
| Nor Rules nor Reaſon can myLove reſtrain; 


Bk Its godlike Tide runs high in ev'ry Vein. 
E | — 
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To the whole World my Tenderneſs be 


known, 


What is the World to her, who lives for 


thee alone! ? 


To the Charmer of all my Wiſhes. . 


HY finks my Heart within i its little 
„ 


Hillarius loves, and all Things ſhould be 


well. 

Does not his heay 'oly Tongue charm all 
thy Fears? 

Does not his lovely Lips drink up thy 
Tears ? 

Does not his Eyes with Pity overfidie ? 


Does not his Soul diſſolve to hear thy Woe? 
Does not he weep when thy Poor Mule 


complains ? 
Does not he bleſs her tender, crembling 


Strains! £ "2 
13 — 
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And does he not his on ſweet Paſſion tell? 
| Then chear thy Gries and let thy Soul 
de well. 

What Health, what Life, what Joy for 
mee remains? 
Tho Fame and Fortune Join to chant * 
Strains. 
If the whole World ſhould languiſh ; at my 
Feet, 
And ] were powerful, rich, ador'd 1 great, 

In Heav'n itſelf my Wiſhes would repine, 
Unleſs my Soul could call Hillarius mine; 
Unleſs my Eyes his Beauties could ſurvey, 

And preſs them to my Soul the live -Jong 
- 2 

My — cen my every Verſe ſhould 
incl; : 
And all Things in my Boſom wou'd be well. 
Now from my Arms how often is he torn, - 
And my charm'd Wiſhes for their Maſter | 
mourn! 

No Comfort, „ they « can "hug 

But droop and languiſh for his lovely 
With 
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With folded Arms, and Earth-bent-Eyes F 
ſtand, | 


Nor feel the Preſſure of the Lover's Hand. : 


Loſt to the World, and to myſelf I grow, 


And nothing but his thouſand e 


know. 

To Heav'n and Earth my raging Love I 
tel, 

And ev'ry Eye can read my Soul's e 5 

All meaner Paſſions from my Mem' ry 
flown; 

Oh! ſweet Hillarius, T am all thy own. 

Not Nature loves her mighty Maker more, 


Who does her Beauties, and her Life reſtore. 


To thee with ardent Fondneſs I incline, 
My Hopes, my Mule, my Hours, my Life 
are thine : 


No dull Reſerves, like vulgar Hearts, I have, 
Bounteous as Heav'n I ev'ry Bleſſing gave, 


That all my Actions, Words, and Thou ghts 


may tell _ 
I love to Death. — Oh God ! I love too 
well. | 
= © Oh! 
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Oh f thou who charms my waking Wiſhes 
fo, 


For whom my Heart thus beats and Exe 


O *erflow, 


Let no new Objectt to thy Soul 2 dear, 


Add not to Abſence ſuch a killing Fear; 
Let thy dear Memory my Looks retain, 


And think o'er all my Tenderneſs again. 
If any Beauty to thy Sight appears, 


Recall my Sighs, and agonizing Fears, 
And to the World thy noble Paſſion tell, 


She ſhall not love i in vain, who loves ſo 


well. G4 


When to the Theatre my Conquer 


goes, 


The Treaſurer 5 all my Heart's Repoſe, 
Remember my poor Life all trembling lies, 


In ev'ry Look of thoſe tranſporting Eyes; 

Oh ! let them not on tranſient Beauty ſtay, 

Nor deal the Bleflings of my Soul away. - 

For when I next ſurvey'd thy heav nly 
Face, 


My jealous Eye would miſs the laviſhed 


Grace, 
For 


es 


es 
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For I can all thy thouſand Beauties tell, 
And know, the * of Charms too 
well. 


With heav nly Wiſdom the ſoft Scenes fur- 


vey, 
Mind not the gaudy- Players, but the Play: ; 


Or if they ſhould thy Admiration call, 


To Art and Ornament impure it all. 
Think, ſo adorned, how Clio would attract, 
Who feels the Paſſions, which they only act. 


And when ſome noble, very moving Part, 


Wakes all the F ondneſs of thy gen'rous 
Heart, 


Then let thy Hand which moves with 4 


like Grace, 
Shadow the ſacred Sorrows of thy Face. 


Ev'ry ſweet Tear the God of Love will 5 


bring, 

My Lips ſhall ſip them from his dewy 
Wing. 

Oh! how my Heart will joy when he ſhall 
tell 


Its ſoft Deſires, my Charmer loves ſo 


well. 
_ 8s _ 


4 * 
” 
— — . — — — - , ” 
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Ohl moſt lovely, moſt beloved Hillarius, 
ſay, in what Manner ſhall I approach the | 
Charmer of my Soul? what tender Titles 
ſhall I uſe to kindle up thy Flame and 
make it bright as mine? Oh! let me go 
back to all I have ſaid that's dear and mov- 
ing, let me collect all my Sighs and Tears, 
and pour them out again upon thy Boſom. 
Oh! let my Eyes remember every Look, 
that had the Bleſſing to expreſs my Love, 
or to inſpire thine. Let ſweet Sincerity and 
artleſs Paſſion flow from my Tongue, and 
| ſhine upon my Face; for there are Charms 
in Truth which Falſhood cannot wear, and 
Art is but a Shadow of its godlike Beauty. | 


How ſweet, how ſoit, how noble, and 

how bright 
Is perfect Love? how lovely to the Sight? 
Contentment lies upon its faithful Breaſt, 
And charms its tender Wiſhes into Reſt, 
How ardent, yet how modeſt is the Fire 
Of a reſpectful Love, unſtain'd with rude 
Deſire! 


HOW 
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How faithful and how humble it appears! 
How muſical its Sighs! how ſweet its Tears! 


How tenderly in Abſence it complains, 


And trembling breathes its Heart - diſtract- 
ing Pains 

In Silence mourns, or elſe with, F ear im» 
plores, f 


Dreading to grieve the * it t adores.” 


The noiſy World it all regardleſs flies, 

And ſeeks the Grove with melancholy Eyes: 

From Friends, and F ame, and Fortune it re- 
tires, 


To breathe to the cold F loods itsf ond Des 


ſires. 


Dead to all Joy it lies with folded Arms, 


Converſing with the Mem' ry of thy Charms; 

Repeating all thy matchleſs Beauties o'er, 

Fanning the F lames that rag d t too high. 
before. 


This is a Picture of a Love refin'd, 
Drawn from the noble Paſſion of my Mind; 


Full 
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Full of divine Hillarius, and Ailing, 
Fealouſy, © 


H divine Hillarius, what A ges of Pain 
have I ſuffered ſince I laſt ſaw you 
The Fear of loſing you has made me poor, 
old, and miſerable. I cannot look forward 
to any Happineſs without you, who are the 
End and Buſineſs of all my Deſires. 
Could I be ſo mean to imagine there 
could be a Tranſport on Earth, but in your 
Boſom, I ſhould hate my Dullneſs; rather 
let me ſtill poſſeſs my diſcerning Miſery, 
which is juſt to your Beauties, and knows 
you are the Maſter of all Perfection, the 
moſt perfect Reſemblance of Heaven; 
your Wiſdom, your Sweetneſs, your Modeſty, 
your Lovelineſs, (oh! would to God I could 
ſay your Truth !) all convince me there! is 
nothing but Hillarius. 
The 
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The World cannot give me another Bleſ- 


ſing, nor Heav'n itſelf make me happy 
without this ; never will I deſcend from 
your Brightneſs to dull Mortality, but pre- 


ſerve amidſt all the Agonies of Diſappoin- 


ments and Abſence, the Memory of the a- 
dored Hillarius. 


To live and die yours will be the 8 


Pride of my Soul, which I will bear with 


me after Neath. My Boſom is ſo ſweetly 


inflamed, the Grave cannot chill its Paſſion; 


I ſhall even there languiſh for my adored 


 Hillarius, my Heart cannot part with his 


ſweet Image. 


Oh! to adore hh but a ow ſhort Years, 


To my unbounded Flame too mean appears. 
To all Eternity I muſt be thine, 
Nor Death ſhall interrupt my grand Deſign. 
Let the World languilh, and its Sun ex- 
ire, 
* Moon diſſolve in Lage 45 Stars 
retire, 


Still ſhall 1 my Soul retain its more 1m- f 


mortal Fire. 
1 ." Þ R * 


P ͤ f , —— a 
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FRIDAY EVENING, 


Heaven bleſs it for giving me adored Hillaries. | 


I Weet Inchanter of my Thought, 


Hear thy godlike Power confeſt, 
And ſee thy Triumphs in my Breaſt, _ 
Gay and light and unconfin'd 5 
Were once the Wiſhes of my Mind; 

No real Paſſion it ſuſtain'd, 

Not truly pleas'd, nor truly pain'd ; 

My airy Muſe, like me, was wild, 

And there ſhe ſung, and here ſhe ſmil'd, 
To Love and Tenderneſs unknown, 

Thy Eyes converted has alone, 

And to my Soul a Softneſs gave, 

Which made, and keeps it ſtill thy Slave. 
No other Flame it entertains, 

No other Name adorns my Strains. 

My Songs, my Life, my Soul, my Arms, 
Are all devoted to thy Charms. 


Hear the Wonders thou haſt wrought HE 


In 
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n my Blood thy Beauty reigns, | 
Hillarius beats in all my Veins, 
From the low World my Heart retires. 
To talk to its own fond Deſires, 
Unheeding what is ſaid or done, 
Muſick, and Mirth, and Wit I ſhun ; 5 
And whatſocer the Subject be 
That others chooſe, I ſpeak of thee. 
My Lips turn pale with angry Shame, 
If they are forc'd from thy dear Name; 
Charm'd with the Sound, I cannot part 
With the ſweet Letters, for my Heart, 
By Love I ſwear, I love thee ſo, 
That I could Flattery forgo. 

For I'm ſo nobly and ſo wholly. thine, | 
Thy Praiſe j is ſweeter to my Ear than mine. 
If wiſely any Tongue would Aatter 1 me, 
Let it addreſs my Soul with Praiſing t thee, 


To 
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Sees ce 


: To my Heaven, Hillarius. 


E T my warm Heart its heav nly} 
Charmer bleſs, 
And pour out ſomething of its Love S Ex- 
ceſs. 
Fed by thy Beauty 8 everlaſting Flow, 
My deathleſs Fondneſs can noEbbing know. 
Could I expreſs what now I feel for thee, 
*Twere like a Drop from the high-ſwelling 
8 
A thouſand ſoft Deſires would fill its Place 
One Touch of thine, or Look from that 
dear Face; 
One ſoft Embrace from all that I adage, 
Would ſwell my Soul and make its Tide 
run o'er, 
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Y Life is treaſur d in thy Tru 
| And abſent from thee Clio dies, 
No Joy then viſits my ſad Heart, 
There Mem'ry racks with cruel Art, 
And all thy Beauties I ſurvey, 

And ſigh my very Soul away. 

What tender Wiſhes fill my Breaſt, 
Which ſweetly ſteal away my Reſt! 
But, oh ! thy very Shadow grows 
Dearer to me than all Repoſe ; 3 
And Miſery which flows from thee, 
Or, even Death would lovely be. 

For oh ! a noble Pride I take 

In being wretched for thy Sake. 
Thou art all Heaven to my Thought, 


And cannot be too dearly bought. 
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On the Fear of loſing all that is ; Inch 


and dear to me. 


Grief, 


Say ſable Shades where folds your ſhadowy 


Wings, 


That I may dip my Pen while Sorrow fngs 
. No Joyous Hours my ſad Reflection wrong, | 


No impious Mirth prophane my ſolemn 


Song. 
Of Love and painful Abſence let me ſpeak, 


Broken my Voice, and pale my dying 


Cheek; 

My Hair to every furious Wind unbound, 

| Mourning for thee, and ſcatter'd on the 
Ground. 

No more let my proud Hand its Beauties 
bleſs, 


Let it thy Abſence and my Flame confeſs, 
The 


Et me e employ eachLove-devotedLeaf | 
Jo ſacred Paſſion, or approaching 
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The Locks once honour d by thy ſacred 
Care, x 


No mean Deſign, no: common Praiſe can 


bear. 


Nor ſhall my Fingers condeſcend to play, | 


When my Soul's heav nly Mover is away; 


J Or if they do, thy Abſence they ſhall mourn, 
And pierce the Hearers with my deep Con- 


. ceffiiy 
Their correſ] ponding Tears with mine ſ ſhall 
flaw,. _. 
And ſacrifice to thee 2 Woe. 


My Friends, my Lyre, thy e ſhall 


confeſs, 
And all Things weep with Clio 8 Tenderneſs, 


The God of Love ſhall to his F avourite tell 


None ever lov'd fo long, none lov'd ſo well; 
Ot all my Words he ſhall Accountant be, 
And pierce my Soul again, when it loves 
ought but thee. . 
f &er my Eyes, or Lips, or Hands impart 
Any kind Meſſage from my faithful Heart, 
May I, oh !-dreadful Wiſh, thy Paſſion loſe, 
And angry Heav'n my parting Breath re- 
fuſe. $i 
| 7 — 
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To my overflowing Heart. 


OOR Bankrupt Heart, canſt thou do 
nothing more, 

To ſhew thy Flame, than others have "i 

| font 

When mine, be Witneſs "THEY is greater 
far 

Than any paſt, or all the preſent are 

So fierce, ſo laſting, and ſo tender too, 

No Hiſtory can ſhow, no Lover knew. 

For ſure no Lover &er could charm like 
thee, 

And none was ever charm*d ſo much as 
me. 

Oh ! can I, but with dying Eyes, confefs 

When thou art near, my mighty Tender- 


_ neſs! 
Can I but tremble at thy ſacred Feet, 


And fault” "ag cry, oh! heav' nly, dear and 


ſweet; 
While 


d 


ile 


Why has my Eyes no Language to impart 


Why has my Lips no Eloquence to move, 
Why dumb and pale when they ſhould 


And ſure they bloom the more, the more I 


Oh God from whence this deathleſs Paſ | 
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While Extacies too high to be expreſt, 
Charmev'ry Senſe, and labour in my Breaſt. 


The foft Deſires of x my imploring Heart? 


plead for Love? | 1 
There, lovely Charmers, allthe Roſes keep, 


— ... K —¼—— — . p — 


weep, 

And would in all their native Colour lie, 

Tho' Death ſhould ſtill my Voice and cloſe 
my Eye. 

For oh! they know not that I love ſo well, 


How ſhould they know, what I can never 


tell? 
Charm'd with the Sweets of ev ry heraly 
Touch, 
I can but fainting ſay, I love too much. 


ſion ſprung, + 

Give ſoft Perſwaſion to my trembling 
Tongue ; 5 

On 2 Feature Eloquece beftow, 


Let my Eyes ſparkle with my Paſſion's Glow. 
Let 
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Let ew ry tender Thought be there expreſt, 

And dart itſelf into his lovely Breaſt, 

Till all its cruel Coldneſs it reſign, 

And burns, and loves, and * like E 
mine. 

Let me for Love, ſweet Heav- n, do ſome 


thing more, 


Than « ever any. Mortal did before. 


To the all- lrvely Hillarius 


'H! let the Fulneſs of this Book i im- | 
part 
A little Emblem of my crowded Heart; * 
Where thy immortal Beauties preſs as near, 
As Love has plac 'd the tender Letters here, 
Tis all writ oer by thy tranſporting Eyes, 
No Blank appears, all full of thee it lies. 
There is no Room for any other Name, 
Nobly employ'd in one ſuperior Flame. 


7 
| 
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1 enen 


Ti o the all-conquering Hillarius, 


14 Time, my Adorable, appears loſt 
but this, divinely employed on my 


Love. I ſhould be more than bleſt could I 
paint its Beauties to you; then ſhould I hear 
I thoſe heav'nly Lips confeſs, none knows of 
Love but Clio, whoſe Paſſion grows every 
Hour more immortal. I can think of no- 
ching but the inchanting Hillarius; all my 


Senſes are yours, and my Life itſelf only 
of your allowing, Would it were happy 
enough to bleſs you] would it were 
paſſed with you, my Angel, and I ſhould 


alk no other Heaven'! how ſhould I be. 


eternally adoring you to my laſt Moment 


Oh I am more than aſſured by Love him- 


ſelf, that if any thing could increaſe my 
Paſſion, it would be to be always with you; 
there is a Million of your Beauties not diſ- 


cerned at this Diſtance z yet I ſee enough 
to 


e * 1 
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When] gave up its Freedom to thy Pow'r. 
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to inſlave me for ever, to ) keep _ Soul i in 


perpetual Adoration. 


Be witneſs ye ſad Hours that creep along, 

That hear my — Heart, and tender 
Song. 

If any but his e Now, 


Can give my Muſe or Love-ſick Meaſures I \ 


r 
If any little Conqueſt I 25 wrought 
Ever returns to my innobled Thought. 
My Life I only date from that ſweet Hour, 


An 
To 


. 


To 


-_—— 


Db 0 the inhuman W. erl. 


Hl cruel World, what Sacrificel make, 
When I I ar al er on * 


Sake ? 


When to thy dull Dem 45 my Soul 1 give, 
And that dear Breaſt, in * my Wiſhes 
live? 
Will ye not, i in n my World eien 
And let my Charmer be entirely mine? 
Ungentle Buſineſs, let us make a Truce; 
Oh! break not on my Joys with an Excuſe 3 
Call not Hillarius from my longing Breaſt ! 
Of human Kind 1 yield thee all the reſt; - 
The Warrior and theStateſman take to thee, 
But leave the Conqueror of Hearts to me, 
The God of Love willfoft Employment find, 
And theſe fond Arms mall the ſweet Pris- - 
ner bind. Fx 


Ah! ſet him once e from thy hard F etters : 


free, 
And Love will * 5b Time to ank of 
thee. 


"M On 


On the 0 Thought P Parting. 
Carce can my soul the killing Fear 

8 ſuſtain, 

Of the fad Death its Joys muſt quickly 
r 


The Days and Nights of never-cealing 
Pain, 


Wen abſent from thy Life-inſpiring 
Eye, 
When miling Hope which ſoft Relief be 


5 ſtows, 
Will leave me to the Deluge of my Woes. 


' Methinks I feel like the loſt laviſh Heir, 
Wbo ſees the laſt of his declining Store, 
 Andev'ryMorningwakes to newDeſpair, | 

And ſtarts at the ſad Thoaght.of be- 


ing poor. | 
But ah ! the Simile i is 1 below 


; an — I undergoe. 


„ 2 
A 


To 


To 


/ 
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move, 


: i court again the Favour of hisF ate, | 


: Bue all my Treaſure is in tender Love, 
| "m—_ my —_—_— ſole 


Without _ 1 ſhould ug ich eats, 


And, crowded by the World, be ftill alone. 


Ky ſweet Companion ! finiſtr d to my 


Mind, 


Every Perfection in thy Perſon ſhines, 
Wiſe as a God, as melting Mercy kind, 
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Sweet in thy Looks, nnn in f 


thy Lines. 


Oh! Soul of Beauty, Nature won@'ring 


ſtands . 


At her great ack, 7 bleſſes her own - 


Happy fob Ee if I had neꝰ er furvey'd 
The fatal Treaſurer of all her Charms, 


Anſenſible this Boſom might have laid, 


"I contented i in cold lawful Arms, 
K 2 Nor 


* 


* 
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Nor dream'd,encharm'd Na thoſe dear Eyes 
"1 or mine,” | e 

Of heav'nly Riches that can ne er be mine. 


The happy Villager contented frm . 
To all the fine Deſires of Life unknown, 
He unrepining drinks the cooling Streams, 
Talks to the en nor . wo 18 
alone. „aA 

But thou, alas! art Nectar to my Heart, 
. And I muſt fink in Death, whene er we 
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eee eres 


rod 0 my adorable Hillrius, 


Ser how the haſty Paper lides away, 
And yet my Soul has ev'ry thing to ſay, 
Full of thy flowing Beauties I remain, 


And ſtrive to breathe my ſoftDefires in vain 3 


Still ſome new ror breaks: in upon 127 
Mind, | 
pes ſtops * es Cloſare defign'd. 
What way ſhallI eſcape thy Excellence; 8 


Oh! lovely Conqueror of ev'ry Senſe 

| Blindneſs itſelf would be a weak Defence. 
'Twou'd leave. my Hearing to attend thee 

n 

And ſhow ſome Grace 1 had not found be- 
fore 


In thy dear Voice, whence ev'ry Sweet- 


neſs flows, 
And gently ſteals away the Soul's Repoſe. 
How have 1 bleſt the ever- charming Sound! 


How have I liſt'ned till =y Feet were 


bound! 7: | = 
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How have 1 wonder'd at the Moments 
flight, 

And CA loft half the fying Night! 

Ev'ry ſweet Accent with ſuch Pow'r i is 

aan 

That it pours Heaven itſelf 1 the 
Thought. i 

We die away, but know not bende Gras 

If by the Voice, or Shape, or killing Face; 

To what Perfection are thy Features form'd} 

With what angelic Glow their Syeetneſs 
warm'd ! 

The ſparkling Soul, wb Luſtre I ee, 

Breaking like new-born Day thro? ev bs 
Pore: .... 

When to the Earth thy lovely Eyes are — 1 

Their Brightneſs veiFd with render Diſ- 
content, 5 

How ſoft their Langou 5 how divinely aw 

When my Tears pour themſelves ory thy 
Feet 

When ſome kind Fear by render Paſſion 
wrought, | 

Folds thy dear Arms, and daſhes o'er thy 


Thought, 
: Who | 
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| Who can the Beauties of thy Fondneſs 


paint, 
Thy lovely Sadneſs, and thy dear Com- 
plaint. 
The Lute is not with Half thy Sofineſs 
_crown'd, 
When it awakes the leepingEcchoes und 
The bubbling Springs that lull the love- 
ſick Swain, 
May learn of thee new Muſic to complain: 
Ev'n Grief is huſh'd by gazing on thy Eyes, 
And furious Anger all enamour'd dies. 
While I behold thee, I forget to grieve, 
Nor my approaching Miſery perceive. 
All I have ſuffer'd, all I muſt ſuſtain, * 
Claſp'd in thy Arms, attack my Breaſt i in 
vain. 
But oh when from theſe Tranſports [ de- 
ſcend, 
How many Deaths will the vaſt Fall attend! f 
When from the Summer of thy Sight I part, 
What Floods of Grief will break upon my 


Heart 


K 4 Pale 
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Pale Fear preſents then to my trembling | 
View, 

What, my ſweet parting Treafurc,ſhall Ido? 
Thy Reſolution on my Griefs beſtow, 
Whilel implorethee, they outrageous grow. 
Oh my beſt Life, while Love and Time al- 
. lows, 

Confirm my Soul with thy infoiring Vows, 
Such heav'nly Comfort to my Wiſhes give, 
That I the Par gs of Parting may outlive; 


Say, nothing ſhall thy Tenderneſs remove, : 


Thy well eſtabliſh'd, thy increaſing Love. 
To godlike Truth the ſofteſt Flattery join, 
And ſwear thou wilt R the Grave be 
mines - 
Then leta Tear theſe ſweet Expreſſioris cal: 
Balm to my Mind, how thou can ſt pain or 
heal? : 
Now force me from thy Boſom, for 1 know, 
Nor Love, nor Life, will ſuffer me to go. 
Part with my Eyes after this laſt Embrace, 
TheirsStrings are faſten'd to thy lovely Face, 
Oh quick my pale and dying Lips reſign, 
Or my charm'd Soul will breath itſelf to 


thine. | 
See 
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: See how my ſtruggling Arms inchain thee 


E 
Ciin Life theſe bitter 4 er anal 1 * 


Oh! no, I feel the brittle Blaſt decline; 
1 ow, bens Duty this N — 


I have faintly eſſayed, ch divine Hilla- 


rius, to paint the Pangs of Parting, ; but 
ſure it is impoſſible; even the Fear of it 


cannot be expreſſed, how terrible then muſt 


be the Reality ! Oh ſhade me from theſe 

Thoughts which oppreſs me to Death. Ho-] 
happy are you, adored Hillarius, whoſe 
Buſineſs defends you from them, or whoſe- 
Mind refuſes theſe tender Impreffionsi I - 
ſee it does, I remark your Eafineſs, and 


know you can live in Abſence; it is 
poſſible you can be happy, even in the long 


Abſence of Death. When I recall my ever- 


laſting Diſappointments, I am more than 


ſure of this, and would, if poſſible, reſtrain 
the Fondneſs of my Soul; but too, too late, 
it has overflowed in this little Book, and 

_ muſt 
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muſt do fo till Death; all my Paſſions flow 


down this immortal Stream, and bear even 
Life along with thery, 


Adieu Hillarins, lovely, ſweet and wiſe, 


Take this fond OfPring of my flowing 


Eyes, 


And read with Rey'rence what my Soul 


has writ, 


Wit. 

Above its little Flaſhes 1 bike” 

I nobly truſted to my ardent Flame, 

And courted thy ſweet Wiſhes more than \ 
Fame. 

With eaſe J could han charm the Rea- 

der's Ear, 

But was not dull enough to ſtudy eve 

Let the unwounded, and the Heart at reſt, 

Seek vain Applauſe, but I am too unbleſt. 

When my ador'd Hillarius is unkind, _ 

Let not the Bay, but mournful Cypreſs 
bind. 


To 


Where Love and Truth attones the Loſs of 


kn tf ., yy has . 
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ToMirth and'roſy Chaplets ah! Farewel, , | 
No more I will aſpire, no more excel, | 8 


The Pains of Abſence I will only tell. 


| When my poorMuſe and I together mourn; 
And move the God « Midnight with ow 


Cern, 


| Do thou Auster fo 2A thy Vrjenda 1 
And read the . of my breaking 


Heart. 


18 Sickneſs ſhould arreſt my * 3 Lays, 
| Do thou imagine all my Paſſion ſays, - 
Let thy kind Fancy bear thee to my Bed, 


To. charm my Pulſe, ar bind my burning 
Head. 


Our meeting Souls will ſome fofe Way 


contrive 
To keep the Fervour of our Flames alive. 
But I forget, alas! thou art unkind, 
Let Death and Cypreſs my col "FEY 
bind. 
Love i is a vapour quickly appent, 
And leaves the Soul in Solitude and Tears; 
To the cold Tomb it ends the ſhortdiv'd 
Days, 
Conſumes the Life, and on the Spirit preys. 


Oh, 
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Oh, faithleſs Guide, I perilh by thy Hand, 


muy Glaſs now <a the [laſt n 
Sand; 


T he God * Love now beim, 1 * 
Eyes, GN lacrf 
And in my Breaſt his Dart all 1 broken lies. 


nw 1) > OO 


My La Will:To the immortal Hillaros 


Ir ſhe can dye, alle glorious by bY 
Praiſe, | 
Hear what her Heart i in Death's cold Ague 
© | 

Thy Image on her Wender Amy e! 

And in the Shade of Death a enn be- 
ſtows. 

Oh! dearer to me thas 8 Life chin firs. 

To yield thee, ſweet Executor, my Lays, 

My Soul will not retire till it has given 

Itſelf once more to thee 3 thou ſure art 
Heav'n; 


Or 
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Or wilt preſerve for it that happy Place, 


And make it worthy ol its God's Embrace. 
A thouſand noble Ways you may er 


But cannot add to its immortal Love. 
Io thy ſweet Memory my Joys I give, 
The tender Hours when I . more than 


\ Meibes irn 0 141 doug. 
Let them not 2 thy — Mem- ry 8% 2 
By other Objects, or Time's reſtleſs flow 


| My. Sighs and. Tears now 1 ae Sorrow 
. 5 Keep. if 
- Þ Sigh oer MF: Sight, ie why enn ca 
y | ſleep, RO V9 1 85 
F or oh 1 loo ſo well, 1 . not bs |; 
e | Rais'd to new Life, with any Pain to thee. 
Oh ! if you ſorrow, let it not be much, 
Pain not my Alkes,; which thy . woul | 
2, - touch, IT 4 14 
Nor haſten to me, * 8 Paſſion: ib 
No Hour at Death's cold Manſionis 3 
When Age has gazed thy ſhining Beauties 
o'er, 
it And raviſh'd ſome fromthe luxuriant Store, 


T hen 


Dr 


. Seerer Art, K. 


Then let it give thee to my faithful Arms, 


And bleſs my Grave bin far retiring 
Charms. 


Till then let Resu my tovely Loverblek, 
Neun to His nen more than wind 
Succeſs; - 


Such F riends, whoſe Services andLove Ly 
be 
„ to recompence the Lok of me. 
But left this heav*nly Cordial may decline, 
Let me preſent thy Soul with one of mine 
Next to thyſelf moſt noble and ſincere, 
+The ſecond Jewel in my Journey here. 
Oh! let me recommend him to thy Care, 
To ſoften Pains, and make Misfortunes fair. 
Can Ia nobler Character impart? 
Oh place this Blefling in thy godlike Heart 
He knew my Paſſion, and he ſweetly knew 
To keep its Brightiiefs, yet to ſooth it too; 
His Youth and undefigning Breaſt defend, 
And wear to Death itſelf this valued Friend. 
3 | 


| + Mr, Jobs Dr. 
No 


4 


0 


Secret Memoirs, &e. 207 


No more, whar have I elſe intitled mine, 
My Lite, wy Soul, my Muſe, wy Friend, 
To thee I make my only Treaſures o'er, 
Yet if you grieve, am richer than before, 


FR” WT 


— 


E 


L 4 
WS 
4 4 


—— p 


— 


— — . 


—_— 


* ; 91h 
Fl ; »d 8 * "4 


25 ita. l 4 "T6 . r yp? 4 $i WS n v 


— - RS 5 


— — 


